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[ACTL 


KiNG RICHARD Il\ 

Pm William Cattesbt. 

BiR Jambs 'I'trrkl. 

Btr James Blount. 

Bir Walter Herbert 
B ill Robert Brakenburt, Lieutenant of the Tower. 
<7URIST0PB£R UiiswiCK, a Pnest Amu’ier Pnegt. 

Tre^sel and Berkeley, f^entletnen attending on the Lady 
Anne 

Lord Mayor of London Sheriff of Wxltehire.. 

Elteabeth, Qneen to Ring Edward the Fourth. 

M AKOAKET, Widow of King Henry the Sixth 
Duchess of Yore, Mother to Kvng Edward the Fourth, 
Clarence, and Oloueester 

Lady Anne. Widow of Edward Prince of Walee, eon to King 
Henry the Sixth , afienoarde married to Edehard. 

A young ^ughter qf Clarence, Margaret Plantagenet. 

Lords and other Attendants: a Pursuivant, Seritmtr, 
Citizens, Murderers, Messengers, Soldiers, &e. 


Ghosts of those murdered by Richard the ThMU 


SCENE. — England. 


ACT I. 

SoENE I. London. A ^Street. 
Enter Gloucester. 


Glou Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ^ 
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ING RICHARD 


IIJ. 


And all the fiouds that lour’d upon our house 
In the (Jgep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 
Our bruised aims hung up for monuments ; 

Our btern alarums changed to merry meetings ; 
Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visaged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 
front ; 

And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds 
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, 

He capers nimbly in a lady’s chaigber 
To the lasAvious pleasing of a luUi. 

But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks, 

Nor made to court an amorous lookmg-glass ; 

I, tliat am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s 
majesty 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am cui tail’d of this fair propoition, 

Cheated of feature by dibserabling natuie, 
Drform’d, unfinidi’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And thalfso lamely and unfashionable 
Th«a dogs bark at me as I lialt by them ; 

Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace. 

Have no delight to pioss away the tune. 

Unless to see my sli^ow m the sun 
Aibd descant on mme own defonmty : 

And therefom, smce I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-spoken da)'S, 

I am determined to piove a villain. 

And hate the idle ple-isures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, mductions dangerous. 

By drunken pniphecies, oud dreams, 



8 


Lact I. 


ICI^G mCHARD III. 

To set my brother Clarence and the ki^ig 
In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And if liing Edward be as true and just 
As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be meVd up, 
About a prophesy, which says that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul . here Clarence 
comes. 

Enter Clarence, guarded^ and Brakenburt. 

Ci 

Brother, good day. What means this arip^ed guard 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty. 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glou, Upon what cause 1 
Ctar, Because my name is George. 

Glou, Alack! my lord, tliat fault is none of 
yours ; 

He should, for that, commit your godfathers. 

O ! belike his majesty hath some intent > 

That you should be new-christen’d in the Towtr. 
But w hat ’s the matter, Clarence 1 may I know ? 
Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for I pro- 
test mK* 

As yet I do not : but, as I can learn, 

He hearkens after prophesies and dreams ; 

And from the cross- row plucks the letter Q. 

And says a wizard told him that by G, 

His issue disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with Q, 

It follows m his thoujgh^ that I am he. 
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^KING RICHARD ill. 

These, as I &rn, and such like toys as these 
Have niovA his highness to commit me now. 
Cr/odf WTiy, this It IS, when men are ruled by 
women : 

*T is not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 
My Lady Grey hia wife, Clarence, *t is she 
That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she and that good man of worship, 
Anthony Woodville, her brother there, 

That made Inm send Loid Hastings to the Towner, 
From whence this present day he^is deliver’d? 

We are nc^ safe, Clarence ; we are not safe. 

CZar. By heaven, I think there is no man secure 
But the mieen’s kindred and night- walking heralds 
That trudge betwiit the king and Mistress Shore. 
Heard ye not what an humble suppltmt 
Lord Hastings w’as to her for lus dehvery ? 

GZou, Humbly complammg to her deity 
^ Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

1 ’I^tcll you what ; 1 think it is our way. 

If we wUl keep in favour wdth the king. 

To be he-men and wear her hvery : 

The fealous overworn widow and herself, 

Smee that our brother dubbd them gentlewomen 
Are mighty gossips m our monarchy. 

Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon 
me ; 

Hilf majesty kith straitly given in charge 
That no man snail have private conference, 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glou. Even so; an’t please your worship, 
Brakenbunr, 

You may partake of any thing we say : 
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KING RICHARD III. 


tACr L 


We speak no treason, man : we say tlx^king 
Is wise and virtuous, and his noble queen 
Well struck m years, fair, and not je^ous ; 

We say tliat Shore’s wife liath a pretty foot, 

A cherry hp, a bonny eye, a j)a86mg pleasing 
tongue ; 

And tlial the queen’s kiiidied are made gentlefolks. 
IIuw say you, sir ? can you deny all this 1 

Brak. With this, my lord, myselt have nought 
to do 

Glou. Naught/ to do with Mistress Shore! I 
tell thee, fellow, 

He that doth naught with her, exceptmg one, 
Were best he do it secretly, alone. 

Brak, What one, my lordl 
Gloa. Her husband, knave. Would’st thou 
betray me ? 

Brak, I beseech your grace to pardon me ; and 
withal 

Forbear your conference with the noble duke. 
Clar. We know’ tliy charge, Brakenbury, and 
will ol)ey. n 

' Glou. We are the queen’s abjects, and ^nust 
obey. 

Brother, farew’ell : I will unto the king ; 

And wliatso’er you will employ me in, 

Were it to call King Edwaid’s widow sister, 

I will i>erform it to enfranchise yotv 
Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotnerhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clair, I know it pleaseth neither of us welL 
Glou, Well, your imprisonment shall not be 
long; 
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I will delrj»r you, or else lie for you ; 

Meant^e, nave patience 
Char. I must perforce ; farewell. 

f Exeunt Clarence, Brakenburt, and GujurdL 
Giou. Qo, tread tlie path that tbou shalt ne’er 
return, 

Simple, plain Clarence 1 I do love thee so 
That I M^ll shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. 

But who comes here? the new-delivcr’d Hastings! 

^ Enter IlASTiNGsr 

Hast, Good time of day unto my gracious lord I 
Glou. As much unto my good lord chamberlain I 
Well are you w'clcome to this oixin air. 

How hath vour lordship brook’d imprisonment? 
Hast, With patience, noble lord, as prisonen 
must ; 

• Rut I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks 
That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glou. Ho doubt, no doubt; and so shall 
Clavince too ; ^ 

For fliey that were your enemies are his, 

And have prevail’d as much on him as you. 

Hast, More pity that the eagle should be • 
mew’d, 

T^ile kites and buzzards prey at liberty, 
teu. Wha^ news abroad ? 

Hast. No news so bad abroad as this at home ; 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy, 

^d his physicians fear him mightily. 

Olcu, Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad 
^indeed. 
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O ! lie liatli kept an evil diet long, 

And overmuch consumed his royal persoiu. 

*T is very grievous to be thought upon. 

What I IS he in hia bed) 
lioAi, He is. 

Giou, Go you before, and I v> ill follow you. 

[Exit Hastinqs. 

Tie cannot live, I hope ; and mubt not die 
Till George be i)ack’d with po&t-horse up to 
heaven. 

I ’ll in, to urge h*8 hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weighty arg' .merits; 
And, if I fail not m mv deep intent, 

CHareuce hath not anodier day to live : 

AVhich done, God take King Edward to his 
mercy. 

And leave the woild for me to bastle in ! 

For then I ’ll man v Warwick’s youngest daughter. 
AVhat though I kill’d her husband and her lather) t 
The readiest way to make the wench amemls t 
Is to become her husband and her father . 

1|lie which will 1 ; not all so much for kve 
As for another secret close intent, 

By marrying her which I must reach unta 
But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and 
reigns: 

When they are gone, then must I cornt my gainll 

[ExU. 


Scene II. The Same, Another Sired. 

Et\Ur the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, home 
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KING RICHARD HI. 
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i/t an jpen coffin. Gentlemen bearing halberds, 
t(^guard it ; ana Lady Anne as mourner, 

Anne, Set down, set down your honourable 
load, 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, 

Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king I 
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood I 
Be it lawful tliat I invocate thy ^ost, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son, 
Stabb’d by the sell -same hand tlial made tliese 
wounds 1 

Lo I m tlieac windows that let forth thy life, 

1 pour the helpless balm of my noor eyes. 

O ! cursed be the hand that maae these holes ; 

* Cursed the heart that liad the heart to do it ! 
Cureed the blood that let this blood from hence ! 
More di^ul hap betide that hated wretch, 
That^aalces us wretched by the death of thee, 
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that Lves I 
If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright tlft hopeful mother at the view ; 

that be heir to his unhappin&ss ! 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 

More miserable by the death of lum 

Than 1 am made by my yoqpg lord and thee t 

Come, now towards Chertsey with your holy load, 
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KiNG RICHARD III. 


[ACT I. 


Taken from Paul’s to be interred tber^ 

And still, as you are weary of tlUs we$h1f 
Rest you, whiles I lament King Henryks corse. . 
\Th6 Bearers take up the corpse and advance. 

Enter Gloucester. 


Qlou, Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it 
down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
fiend, 

To Btctp devoted* charitable deeds ? 

Glou. Villains 1 set down the cofac ; or, by 
Samt Paul, 

I ’ll make a coisc of him tliat disobeys. 

First Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the 
coffin pass. 

Glou. Unmanner’d dog ! stand thou when I 
command : 

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 

Or, by Saint Paul, I ’ll strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness. 

[The Bearers set dounetihe coffin. 

Anne. WTiat ! do you tremble 1 are ybu all • 
afraid ? 


Alas ! I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 

Avaunt 1 thou dreadful minister of hell ; 

Thou hodst but power over his mojjtol body, ' 
His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 
Glou, Sweet saint, for chanty, be not so curstf 
Anne, Foul devil, for Qod^s sake, hence, and 
trouble us not; 

For thou bast made tSie happy earth thy heU, 
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Fill’d it widi coisinjg cries and deep exclaims. 

If then de^ht to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 

0 1 gentlemen ; see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their coupl’d mouths and bleed afresh. 
Mush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity. 

For ’t is thy presence tliat exhales this blood 
From cola and empty veins, where no blood 
dwells: 

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural, 

Provokes this deluge most unmiti^ial. 

O God 1 vhich this blood madest, revenge his 
death ; 

0 earth I wluch .his blood drmk’st, revenge his 
death; 

Either heaven with lightning strike the murderer 
dead, 

Or earth, gape open wide, and cat him quick. 

As thou dost Bwulow up this goo4 kings blo^, 
Wlych his hell-govern’a arm hath butchered 1 

Qlou. Lady, you know no rules of chanty, 

Which binders good for bad, blessings for curses. 

Aithe, YiUam, thou know’st no law of Gkxl n9r 
man : 

No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity. * 

Glou. But 1 know none, and therefore am no 
lieast 

Anne. 0 1^ wonderful, when devils tell the 
truth. 

Olou. More wonderful when angels are so 

angry- 

Youdisafe, divine perfection of a woman. 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 
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[ACT I. 


KIJ^G RICHARD IlL 

By circumstance, but to acquit myself. 

Anne, Vouclisafe, diffused mfection'bf ^ man, 
"For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glou. Fairer tlian tongue can name thee, let me 
have 

Some patient leisure to cxcuso myself. 

Anne Fouler than heart Ctxn think thee, thou 
canst make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glou. By such, despair I should accuse myself. 
Anue. And by despairing bhouldst ^hoii stand 
excused 

For doing worthy vengeance on thyself, 

Which didst unworthy slaughter upon others, 
Glou. Say that I slew them not. 

Anne. Tlicn say they were not slain : 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 
Glou. 1 did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is aj've, 

Glou. Nay, he is dead ; and slain by Edward’s 
^ hand. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou best : IJlueen 
Margaret saw 

Thy murderous falchion smokmg in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her 
breast, 

But that thy brothers beat aside the^int. 

Glou, I was provoked by her slancProus tongue, 
Which hiid their guilt upon my guiltless 
shoulders. 

Anne, Thou w'ast provoked by tliy bloody 
mmd, 
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That nevei^reamt on aught but butcheries. 
DidstMlhou^iot kill this king 7 
Gloit.^ I grant yc. 

Aniu. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God 
grant me too 

Tliou niay’st lx* damned for that wicked deed 1 
O I he w'as gentle, mild, and virtuous. 

Glou. The titter lor the King of heaven that 
hath him. 

Anne. He is in heaven, wdicre thou shalt never 
come. 

Glou. l^t huu thank me, that tiolp to send him 
thither ; 

For he was fitter *01 that jdacc than earth. 

Anne. And thou unlit for any place but hell. 
Glou. Ye.s one place else, if you will hear me 
name it 

Anne. Some d u ngcxin 

Glou. Your bedchamber. 

.^niu. Ill rest betide the chamber where thou 
* liebt I 

Glou^o will it, iiiadani, till I lie with you. 
AHIm^ I hope 80 • 

' Glou. 1 know so. But, gentle Lady Anne, 
To leave this keen encounter of our wite, 

And fall somewlut into a slower method, 

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Pls^tagenels, Henry and Edward, 

As blameful^ the executioner 7 
Anne. Thou art the cause, and most accursed 
' effect. 

Glou. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty, that did hauiit me in my sleep 
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To undertake the death of all tlie world, 

So I might live one hour in your swdlit bosom. 

Anm. If I thought that, I tell thee, hdfiiicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 

Qlov,. These eyes could not endure that beauty’s 
wreck ; 

You should not blemish it if I stood by : 

As all the woild is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

ArvM. Black night o’ersnade thy day, and death 
thy life 1 • ^ 

Glou. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

Anns. I would I were, to be revenged on thee. 
GIovl. It is a quarrel most unnatural. 

To be revenged on him that loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 

To be revenged on him that kill’d my husband. , 
Glon. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husb^d, 
Did It to help thee to a better husband. n 

Anne, His better doth not breathe ^pon the 
« earth, 

Glou. He lives that loves thee better than he 
could, 

Anne, Name him. 

Glou, Plantagenet. 

Anne, Why, that was he. 

Glou, The self-same name, but we of^ better 
nature. 

Anne. Where is he 1 

Glou. Here. \She spitteth at him. 

^Why dost thou spit at me } 
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Anne, Would it were mortal poiBon, for thy 

gjie 

OU^ Never came poiBon from so sweet a place. 

Anne, Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight 1 thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Obru, Thino eyes, sweet lady, have infected 
mine. 

Anne. Would they were basilisks, to strike thee 
dead 1 

Glou. 1 would they were, that I might die at 
once ; 

For now ^Jiey kill me with a liviJig death. 

Those eyes of thme tram mme have drawn salt 
tcais, 

Shamed their aspects with store of childish drops ; 
ITiese eyes, winch never shed remorseful tear ; 

No, when my father York and Edward wept 
To h ear the piteous moan that Rut laud made 
When black-faced Clifford shook hia sword at 

• him; 

Nor when thy w^ar-like father, like a child, 

Told t^ sad story of my father^s death, 
And^Ewwty times made pause to sob and weep^ 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 

TJkft trees bedash’d with ram : in that sod time * 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what th^ sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with 
weeping. 

I never suedf to friend nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing 
words ; 

now thy beauty is pr^Kised my fee. 
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My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak, [NAe looks scomfull'i^ cU h%m. 

Teach not thy lip surh scorn, for it was made 
]‘'or kissing, lady, not for such ermtempt. 

1 f thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo 1 nere I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Winch if thou please to hide in tins true breast, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

J lay it naked to the dc^adly stroke, 

And humbly lieg the death upon my knee. 

[He lay^ hts breast open . she offers at it 
will his sword, 

Xay, do not pause ; for I did kill King Henry ; 
Ihit ’t was thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now dispatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young 
Edward ; 

But ’t was thy heavenly face that set me on. 

[b'/ie lets fall the sword, 
I'ake up the sword again, or take up me, 

Anne. Arise, dissembler: thougri I wish ^thy 
death, 

I will not be the executioner. 

Gloa. Then bid me kill mj'self, and i' will 
do it. 

Avne. I have already, 

Glou. That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and even with the word, 

'1ms hand, which, for thy Love, did k'll thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love : 

To both their deaths slndt thou be accessary. 

Anne. I would I knew thy heart 
Glou. T IS figured in my tongue. 

Anne. I fear me both are false. 
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OZou. Th^ never man w as ti ue. 

well, y»ut up your sword. 

Glou. Say, then, my pwice is made. 

Anne, Tnat shall thou know hereafter. 

Olou. But shall I li\e m ho]x.‘ ? 

Anne. All men, I Iiojk*, live so 
Glou. Vouclii^fe to weixr this ring 
Anne. To take is not to give. 

Glou. Look ! how this iing cncompasseth thy 
finger. 

Even so thy breast cnchiseth my ppor heart ; 

Wear both •£ them, lor both of tliem are thine. 
And if thy poor d(n'oted sei vant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happinew foi e\Lr. 

Anne. Wliat is it ? 

Glou. Tliat it may please you leave these sad 
designs 

/To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 
An<k presently repair U) Crusby-placc ; 

Where, after 1 have solemnly interred 
At moua.<)tery this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 

I will with afi expedient duty see you : 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you. 

Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart ; and much it joys me 
too • 

To see you are become so penitent. 

Treseel and Berkeley, go mong with me. 

Glou. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. 'T is more than you deserve ; 

But ymee you teach me ho\wtu ilattcr you, 
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([ACT I. 


Imagine I have said farewell already. 

^xeunt Lady Anne, Tressel, aru^^B^SEUCT. 
blou. Sirs, take up the corse. 

Gent. Towards Chertsev, noble lord ? 

Glou. No, to White-I^riars; there attend my 
coming. \^Exeunt all but Gloucester. 

Was ever woman in this humour woo’d ? 

W*i3 ever woman in this humour won ? 

I’ll have her ; but 1 will not ki‘cp lier long 
What ! I, that kill’d her husband and his father. 
To take her in her heart’s extremest liate ; 

With curses in licr mouth, tears m her ^yes, 

Tlie bleeding \mn(‘S8 of her liatred by ; 

Ha^'lug Gew, her conscience, and these bars 
against me, 

And I no friends to back my suit wdthal, 

But the plain devil and dibsembling looks, 

And yet to win her, all the world to nothing I 
Hal 

Hath slie forgot already that brave prince, « 
Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months 


since, 

Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury 1 
A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, 

Framed in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant, wise, and. no doubt, right royal, 
The spacious woild cannot agam affonT: 

And will she yet aUase her eyes on me, 

That cropp’d tlic golden prune of this sweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woeful bed ? 

On me, whose all not equals Edwcurd’s moiety f 
On me, that halt and am misshapen thus 1 
My dukedom to a beggarly denier ^ 
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1 do mistake mj poison all this while : 

XTpon my liffe, fuids, although I caimot, 
MyselAo be a marvellous proper man. 

I’ll be at charges for a lookmg-glasa, 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body 
Since I am crept in favour with iii\ t-elf, 

1 will inaiutaiii it \^ith some little cost. 

But first 1 ’ll turn yon fellow 111 Ins grave, 

And then return lamenting to my love. 

Shine out, fair sun, till 1 have boiiight a glass. 
That 1 ma}«sce my shadow as I pass. [Edt 


Scene III. The Saine, A lloom in the Palace. 

Elder Queen Elizabeth, Lord Riveiis, ami 
Lord Giiey. 

• Biv. Have ])aticnce, madam : there ’s no doubt 
^ majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Orey^iBL that you brook it ill, it makes hin^ 
worse : 

Therefore, for Qod’s sake^ entertain good comfort. 

And cheer his grace with quick and merry words. 

Q. Eliz. If he were dead, wh.t would oetide on 
me? 

Grey. No ot^cr harm but loss of such a lord. 

Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all 
harms. 

Grey. The heavens have bleas’d you with a 
goodly son, 

To be. your comforter when lie is gone. 
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Q. Eliz. Ah 1 he ie young ; and his minority 
Ib put unto the trust of Richard QloiSeestcr, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of yodl 
litti. Is it concluded he shall be protector ? 

Q. Eliz It IS determm’d, nut concluded yet : 
But bo It must be if the king misc;iny. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 

Grey. Here come the Lords of Buckingham and 
Stanley. 

Euck. Good time of day unto your royal grace ! 
Stan. God make your majesty jojiul as you 
have l>een I 

Q. Eliz. The Countess Richmond, good my Lord 
of Stanley, 

To your good prayer n ill scarcely say amen. 

Vet^ Stjuiley, notwithstauduig she *s your wite, 
Aud loi es not me, ixi you, gtxxJ lord, assured 
I hate not you for her*j»roud anxigance. 

Stan. I do beseech you, cither nut believe ' 

The envious slanders of her false accusers , 

(^r, if slie be accused on true report, 

Bear vith her weakness, which, I tlunk, proceeds 
Fi oni wayward sickness, and no groundea malice. 
Q. Eliz Saw you the king to -Jay, my Lord of 
Stanley ? 

Stan. But now the Duki of Buckingham and I 
Are come from visiting his majesty.*' 

Q. Eliz. What likciihoud of his amendment, 
lords? 

Buck. Madam, good hope; his graoe epeaks 
cheerfully. 

Q. Eliz, God grant £im health ! Did you confer 
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with liim ? 

Buck. Ait madam : ho desires to make atone* 
mtift 

Between the Duke of Gloucester and your brothers, 
And between tliem and my lord chamberlain ; 
And sent to warn them to his royal priiseiico. 

Q. Eliz. Would all were well 1 But tliat will 
never l)e 

1 fear our ha])pinc&s is at the highest. 

ErUer Gloucester, IIasxinos, jLud Dorset. 

Gloti. Thfydo me wiong, and I will not endure 
it : 

Who are they tliat comjdain unto the king, 

That I, forsooth, am sWm and Jove them not 1 
holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly 
That fill hi8 ears with such diaaentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter and speak fair, 

Smile in men’s faci'a, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a rancorous enemy. 

Conno^K^lain man live and think no harm, • 
But thus ills simple truth must V>e abused 
By silken, sly, inbinuating Jacks ? 

Grey. To whom m all tins presence speaks your 
grace ? 

01^. To thee, tliat ha.^t nor honesty nor grace. 
When have f injuied thee ? when done thee 
WTong? 

Or thee 1 or thee ? or any of your faction? 

A plague upon you all I His royad person. 

Whom God preserve better tjpm you would wish 1 
XXI. G 
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CUnnot be quiet scarce a breathing-while, 

But you must trouble hint with lewchcopiplaints. 
Q. Ehz. Brother of Gloucester, you m^iake the 
matter. 

The king, of his owti royal disposition, 

And not provoked by any suitor else, 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatn^d, 

That in your outward action showb itself 
Agfiinst my kindred, brothers, and myself, 

Makes lum to send ; that thereby he may gather 
The ground of,} our ill -will, and so remove it. 

(7/oa. 1 cannot tell ; the world is grown so bad 
That wrens make prey where eagles dare not 
perch : 

Since every Jack became a gentleman 
Tiieie ’s many a gentle |>ersoii made a Jack. 

(J. Ehz, Come, come, we know your meaning, 
brother Gloucester ; 

You envy my advancement and my friends*. 

Gotl grant we never may have need of you 1 
Glou l^eautime, God grants that we have need 
^ of you ; ^ 

Our brother is imprison’d by your means, 

M} self disgraced, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; wlule many lair promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days smee, ivere worth a 
noble. 

Q. El%z, By Him that raised me to this careful 
height 

From tl^t contented hap w'hich 1 enjoy’d, 

I never did incense his majesty 

Against the Duke of^ Clarence, but have been 
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An earnest advocate to jilead for liini. 

My lor(i,iyou do me shameful injury, 

Falsely to draw me lu these vile subijecU. 

Ghu, You may deny tliat you were nut the 
mean 

Of my Lord Hastiups* late imprisonment. 
liiv. She may, my lord , for — 

Glou, Slie may, Loid itivcrs ! why, who know.? 
not so? 

She may doMunre, sir, than denying that : 

She may hohj you to many lair pnifermeuU, 

And then dAiy her aiding hand therein, 

And lay those honours on your high de^^iM-t. 

What may she not % She mu,— a), inairy, may 
she, — 

iim. Wliat, marrv, may she ? 

Ghu, What, marry, may bhe I many aith a 
king, 

A bachelor, and a handsome stripling too. 

1 wufifvour grandain luul a worser matcli 

Q. kUz, III} Loid of (jilouccdtci, 1 Ibivc too lung 
bojSDe • 

Your blunt upbraidings and yoiii bitter auoila ; 

By heaven, 1 will <icipiaiut his inauvsly 
Of those ^oss taunts lliat ott 1 have endured, 

1 had rather be a country bervani maid 
Than a gre^it oueeii, with this conditiai, 

To be so l>aitei^ scorn’d, ami stormed at 
Small joy have 1 m being England’s i^uecn. 

Enter Queen Margaret, hehnuL 

Q. Mar. And lesbeu’d be that aiiiall, God, I 
beiseccli hun ! • 
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Thy htjnoiir, state and seat is due to nie^ 

Glou, Wliat 1 threat you me with l^l^ng of the 
kuif,'? 

Tell him, and 8t>are not • look t what I have said 
I will d\uiieh 111 presence of the king: 

I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower. 

*T IS tune to sjieak ; my pains are quite torgot. 

Q Mar. Out, devil I 1 remember them too well : 
Tli«)U kili’iUt my husband Henry in the Tower, 
And Kdw.ird, my poor son, at Tewksbury. 

Gloii. Ere yju were queen, ay, or your husband 
king, 

1 was a pack-horse in lus great affairs, 

A weedi*i-out of his proud adversaiics, 

A liberal rewarder ot his friends ; 

To rovalise his blood I spilt mine own. 

Q. j\Iar, A) , and much better blood than his, or 
thine 

Oloit 1 11 all which tune you and your husband 
Giey 

W ei*e hu tious for the house of Lancaster ; 

,^And, Rivers, so w’ere you. Was not yom^^husband 
In Margarets liactle at Saint Alban’s slain? 

Lot me pjt in your minds, if you forget, 

AVhat you have been ere now, and what you are ; 
AVithal, what 1 have been, and wliat 1 am. 

Q. Mar. A murderous viUam, and bo still thou 
art. # 

Glou. Poor Clarence did forsake bis father 
- Warwick, 

Ay, and forswore himself, which Jesu pardon t 
Q Mar. Which God revenge I 
Glou, To fight on*£d ward’s party for the cron; 
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And for his pneed, poor lord, he is mew’d up. 

I woulcUto God my heart were flint, like Edward 9 , 
Or Edward ? soft and pitiful, like mine ; 

1 am too childwh-tooli'ih tor this world. 

Q. Afar. Hie thee to hell tor ahiiine, .itkI leave 
the world, 

Tliou cacodejiion ! there thy kingdom la. 

Riv. My Lord ot Gloucester 111 those bii«y days 
Which here you urge to prove its eiieiiiies, 

We follow'd then our loid, our lawtul king ; 

.So should we wu, if you ehould bt^our king 
Glou If ]*fcnould be ’ 1 hid rather be a peillar. 
Far be it from inv h I’-t the thmight thereoi 1 
Q. Eliz. As little joy, niy lord, as you supjKKie 
You should enjoy, were you this country 's Iviiig, 
As little joy may you suppose in me 
That I enjoy, lieing the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ; 
For I am she, and altogether joyless 
I can*no longer hold me patient. {^Advanciny, 
Hear me, you wrangling pir.it(*s, that tall out 
Inshan&g that winch you have pill’d from me ! • 
Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? 

If not, tliat, I being qiu»en, you hf^w like Hulijects, 
Yet that, by you deposed, you quake like rcljcls ? 
Ah ! gentle villa m, do not tiini away 

Glou. Foul wrinkled witcn, wdiat inakist thou 
in my siglfc i 

Q. Mar. But repetition of wliat thou liast marr’d ; 
That will I make before I let thee go. 

Glou. Wert thou not banished on jiain of death ? 
Q. Mar. I was ; but 1 do^ And more pam in 
banishment 
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Tlian death can yield me hero by my abode. 

A husband and a son thou owest to me ; , 

And thou a kingdom ; all of you allegiance : 

This sorrow that 1 liave by right is yours, 

And all the pleasures you usurp are mine. 

(jIom, The curse my nolde f.itluT laid on thee, 
When thou didst crowu his war-hke brows with 
paper, 

And with thy scorns drew’'»t rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout 
Steep’d in the 'fault leas blood of prettj- Rutland ; 
His curses, then from bitterness of soiti 
Denounc’d agimst thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed, 
Q Kliz So just IS God, to right the innocent. 

0 ! ’t was the iouh^st dt*ed to slay that babe, 
And the most merciless that e’er wivs heiird of. 

Riv Tyrants themselves wept when it was 
reported. * 

Dot No man but prophesied revenge for it.' 
BxirJc Northumberland, then present, wept to 
see it. 

(J. Mar, Wliat I were you snarling all before I 
came, 

Rondy to catch each other by the throat, 

And turn you all your bjitred now on me 9 
Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with 
heaven 

That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death, 
Their kinwom’s loss, my woeful banishment, 
Should ajT but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven ? 
Why then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
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cnrsest 

If not2>X w&r, hy surfeit die king, 

Xs onrs by murder, to make him a king ! 

Edward thy son, which now is Pnnco of Wales, 
For Edwara my eon, which was Prince of Wales, 
De in his youth by like untimely violence I 
Tkyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Oitlive thy glory, like my wretched self I 
Long may*8t thou live to wail thy children’s loss. 
Aid see another, as I see thee now. 

Deck’d in <^y rights, as thou art stall’d in mine 1 
Loig die happy days bc'iore thy death ; 

Anl, after many lengthen’d hours of CTief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen 1 
Hiwrs and Dors<^t, you were stinders by, 

Ani so wast thou. Lord Hastings, when my son 
Wai stabb’d with bloody daggers : Ghvl, I pray him, 
Tlist none of you may live your natural age, 

•But by some unlook’d accident cut off 1 

Cku, Have done thy cliarm, thou hateful 
wither'd hag I 

Q. Mftr, And leave ont thee 7 stay, dog, for thot^ 
shalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

0 ! let them keep it till thy sins Iks ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the taoubler of the poor world’s peace. 
The worm of conscience still b(^aw thy soul 1 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livest, 
4.1m take deep traitors for thy dearest friends 1 
jo sleep close up that dearlly eye of thine, 

XTnlesB it be while some tonnbnting dream 
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Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog^I^ 

Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature and the son of hell ! > 

Thou slander of thy heavy mother’s womb 1 
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins I 
Thou rag of honour 1 thou detested — 

Glm. Margaret. 

Q Mar. Richard ! 

Glou. .Ha ! 

Q Mar. t I call thee n^t. 

Glou. I cry thee mercy then, for I did think 
Tliat thou h^at call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q Mar. Why, so I did ; Viut hxDk’d for no rejly. 
0 ! let me make the period to my curse. 

Glou ’Tis done by me, and en<ls in ‘ Margawt.’ 
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breathed your curse 
against yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of * 
my fortune 1 * 

l^Tiy strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
\Vlio8e deadly w'eb ensnarcth thee about? 

Pool, fool I thou w-hetfst a knife to kill thyself. 
The day will come that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee curse this pois’nous hunchback d 
toad. 

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse, 
Lest to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all 
moved mine. 

Ew. Were you well served you would be taught 
your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
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me duty, 

Teach to' be your queen, and you my subjects ; 
O I serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. 
Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic 
Q. Mar. reace 1 Master marquess, you are mala- 
pert : 

Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current. 

O ! that your young nobility could judge 
What were to lose it, and be miserable. 

They that stand high have many blasts to shake 
them, . 

And if they*fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
Olou. Good coun^/^l, marry : leaim it, learn it, 
marquess. 

Dor, It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Olou. Ay, and much more ; but 1 was born so 
high. 

Our aery build oth in the cedar's top, 

And dallies with the w^md, and scorns the sur. 

QpMar. And turns the sun to shade ; alasl alast 
Witness my son, now in the sliade of death ; 
Whose bnght out-shiiiing beams thy cloudy wratli 
Hath in eternal darkness fc4ded np. * 

Your aery buildeth in our aery's nest. 

O Qod I that seest it, do not suffer it ; 

As it was w'on with blood, lost be it so t 
Buck. Peace, peace I for shame, if not for chanty. 
Q. Mar. Utfge neither chanty nor shame to me : 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 

And shamefully my hopes by you are butcher'd. 
Ky diarity is outrage, life my shame ; 

And in that shame still live my sorroVs rage 1 
Buck. Have done, have dfne. 
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Q Mar, 0 princely Buclringliam ! Til kiss thy 
himd, ^ ^ 

Tn sign of Ica^c and amitr with thee : 

Now fair Ixifall the« and tfiy noble hoa'w ! 

Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 

Nor thon within the compass of my curse. 

Buck. Nop no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them m the air. 

Q Mar, I will not think but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God*a gentle-sleeping peace. 

O Buckingham I take heed of yonder dog : 

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and wbm he bites, 
Ills venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death and hell have set their marks on him, 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glon, Wiat doth she say, my Lord of Bucking- 
ham 1 

Burk. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. ' 
Q. Mar, What ! dost thou scorn me for «my 
gentle counsel. 

And 8(X)the the devil that I i^Tim tlieo from ? 

0 1 but remember this another day, 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow, 
Ami say poor Margaret was a prophetess. 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 

And he to yours, and all of voii to Clod’s 1 [EvU. 
Hast. My hair doth standi on end^^to hear her 
curses. 

Riv. And BO doth mine. I muse why she’s at 
liberty. 

Glou. I cannot blame her : by Ood’s holy mother. 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
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My part tihereof that I have clone to her. 

C. I never did her any, to my knowledge. 
GUm. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong. 
I was too hot to do somebody good. 

That 18 too cold in thinking "oi it now. 

'Marry, aa for Clarence, he m well rejiaid ; 

He 18 frank’d up to fatting for his pains : 

God pardon them that are tlie cAn*K‘ thereof 1 
Riv A virtuous and a Chrb.tian-like conclusion, 
To pray for them that have done scath to us. 

Gl(ni So do I ever, [Aside,] bei»g well advised ; 
For had I •utscd now, I had cursed myself. 

Kilter Catessby. 

CaUs, Madam, his maiesty doth call for you ; 
And for your grace ; and you, my noble lowl i 
Q. Etiz. Catcfehy, I crrae. Lords, will you go 
with me ^ 

• Riv, We wait upon your grace. 

• [Exeunt all hvJt Gloucehtbr, 

Qlou, I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl. 
The secret miflchiefs tlmt I set abroach 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 

Clarence, whom I, indeed, have cast m darkness, 

I do beweep to many simple gulls ; 

Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham ; 

And say it is the queen and her allies 
That stir th»king against the duke my brother. 
Now they believe it ; and withal whet me 
To he reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ; 

But then 1 sigh, and, with a piece of scriptttre, 
Tell them that God bids us do «)od for evil : 

And thus 1 clothe my nakefl viUanv 
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With old odd ends stol’n forth of holv writ, 

And seem a saint when most I play the . 

Enter two Murderers. 

But soft I here come my executioners. 

How now, my hardy, stout, resolved mates ! 

Are you now gomg to dLsjwitch this thing ? 

First Murd. We are, my lord ; and come to 
have the warrant, 

That we mav be admitted where he is. 

Glou, Well thought upon ; I have it herea1>out 
me. [Gives the warrant. 

When you have done, repair to Crosby-place. 

But, sirs, be sudden in the execution, 

Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 

For Clarence is well-spoken, and perhaps 
May move your heart's to pity, if vou mark him. 
i'lrst Murd, Tut, tut ! iny lord, we will not 
stand to prate ; 

Talkers are no good doers* be assured 
We go to use our hands and not our tongues. 

Glou. Your eyes drop millstones, when fools* 
• eyes fall tears : 

I like you, lads ; al»out your business straight ; 
Go, go, diBjiatch 

i\rst Murd. We will, my noble lord. 

[Exeunt, 

Scene IV. TJie same. The Toicer. 

Enter Clarence and Brakenbubt. 

Erak. Why looks your grace so heavily to-day f 
Clar. 0 1 1 have paani’d a miserable nighty 
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So full of ugly sightf, of ghastly dreams, 

That, as I am a Christian faithful man, 

I wotRa not spend another such a night, 

Though *t were to buy a world of liappy days, 

So full of dismal terror was the time 

Wluit was your dream, my lord ? I pray 
you, tell me 

C7ar. Methoughts that I had broken from the 
Tower, 

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy ; 

And m iny coiiijiany my brother Gloucester, 

Who fron^my cabin Uunpted meV> w'alk 
Upon the liatches : thence we look’d tow'ard 
England, 

And citc'd up a thousand lioavy times, 

Duruig tSe wars of York and Lancaster 
That had liefall’n us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy f(X)ting of the liatehes, 

Rethought that Gloucester stumbled ; and, in 
. falling, 

Struck me, that thoueht to stay him, overboard, 
Into the tumbling billows of the mam. 

Lord, Lord ! metliought wliat pain it was ^ 
drown : 

What dreadful noise of w^aters in mine ears 1 
What ugly sights of death within mine eyes 1 
Methought 1 saw a thousand fearful wrecks ; 

A thousand men that fishes gnaw’d uponr; 

Wed^ of ^Id, great anchors, hoans of pearl, 
InesUmable stones, unvalued jewels, 

All scatter’d m the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s skulls ; and m those holes 
Where eyes did once inha^it^ Uiere were crept, 
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As ’t were in scorn of eyes, reflecting 
Tliat woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep^ 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatteiM by. 

Brak. Had you sucli leisure in the time of death 
To gaze up<jn thiise secrets of the deep ? 

CliiT. Methought I had ; and often did I strive 
To yield the ghost ; but utill the envious flood 
Kejjt in my soul, and would not let it forth 
To bnd the empty, viist, and wandering air ; 

But smother’d it within my jiantirig bulk, 

Which almost burst to bclcn it in the sea. 

Brak Awaki^ you not with tins agony ? 
CLar. No, no, uiy dream was leiigthend after 
life ; 

0 1 then began the tempest to my soul. 

1 nass’d, inethought, the melanclioly flood, 

With that sour feiiymaii which jKM*ts write of, 
Unto the kingdom of ^rjietual iiigliL 

The first that there did gieet iiiy stranger soul, 
Was my groat father-in-law, renowned Warwi/ik , 
Who cried aloud, ‘ What si'oiirge for j>er|urv 
Can tins dark monarchy afford false ClareiK' j 1 ’ 
And so he vanish’d : then came wandering by 
A shadow like an angel, w'lth bright hair 
Dabbled m blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud, 

* Clarence is come ; false, lleetuig, perjured 
Clarence, 

That stabh’d me in the field by Tew'ksbury ; 

Seize on him ! Furies, take him unto torment.* 
With that, inethought, a legion of foul fieuds 
Environ’d me, and nowded in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noise 
1 tremblmg waked, ai^d for a season after 
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Ouuld not believe but that 1 was m hell, 

Such t^ible mipreasion tnade my dream. 

No maivcl, lord, though it alfrighted 
you; 

I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

OUlt, O Brakeiibury I 1 liave dune those things 
That now bear evidence against my soul, 

For Edward’s sake ; and see how he reciuites me, 
0 God 1 if my deep prayers cannot appease thee, 
But tliou wilt be aveiigtil on my misdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath in me alone : 

0 ! spare i^y guiltless wife and m^ poor children. 

1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me ; 

My soul IS heavy, and 1 fain would sleep 

Brak. I will, i lord. Gotl give your grace 
good rest 1 [Cl\rknc£ mtpn. 

Sorrow breaks sea^Kins and reposing hours, 

Makes the night moruing, and the uoou-tide night. 
, Prmces have but their titles for their glories, 

Ai^ outward honour for an mward toil ; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, 

They* often feel a world of restless cares : 

So that, between their titles and low names, • 
There ’s nothmg diHers but the outward fame. 


Enter the two Murderera. 


First Murd. Ho ! who *s here ? 

Brak, Wffat wouid’st thou, fellow? and how 
earnest thou hither ? 

First Murd, 1 would speak with Clarence, and 
I came hither on my legs. 

Brak. What I so bnei 1 ^ 
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ikcond Murd. Tia better, sir, Uian to be 
tedionsL 

Let him see our commission and talk no ib<9ie. 

[A paper dtliveied to BRAiC£:<rBURY, who 

reads It, 

Brak I am, in tins, commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to >our hands: 

I will not reason what is meant hereby, 

Because 1 will lie guiltless of the meaning. 

There lies the duke asleep, and there the keys. 

I 11 to the king ; and sipiify to him 
That thus I luiVe resign^ to you my cjiarge. 

Ftrst Murd You niay, sir; ’tis a ])OLnt of 
wisdom . fare you well [Extl Brakenbury. 

Second Mari, Wliat ! shall we stab lain as he 
slee])s 1 

hirst Mui d No ; he ’ll say ’t w as done cowardly, 
when he wakes. 

Second Murd When he wakes 1 why fool, he 
shall never vake till the judg(*incnt-day. 

FirU Murd, Why, then he 11 say we stabbed 
him sleeping 

' Second Murd, Tlie urging of that won! ‘judge- 
ment’ hath bred a kind of remorse in me. 

Ftrst Murd. What ’ art thou afraid 1 
Second Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant 
for it ; but to be damned tor killing him, from 
the w'hicli no warrant can defend us. 

First Murd, I thougnt thou hadst been 
resolute. 

Second Murd So I am, to let him live. 

First Murd, Back to the Duke of Gloucester, 
tell him aoi. 
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Second Murd. I pray Ibee, stay a wbile : I hope 
my ])ply humour ill chanL,^e ; was wont to hold 
me but while one would tell twenty 

First Murd How dost thou feerthyHilf now ? 

Second Murd. Some cerLiiii dregs of conficien(>e 
are yet within me. 

Invest Murd, Kcmcmber our reward when the 
deed ’e done. 

Second Murd, ’Zounds ' he dies. I had forgot 
the rew’ard. 

First Murd. IVliere ’s thy ooii'^ca'nce now ? 

Second Muid. in the Duke of (jIlouceslerH 
purse. 

First Murd. S. when he opens his jnirse U> 
give us our reward, thy c/nisneiiw flies out. 

Sccofid Murd 'T is no matter , let it go . there ’« 
few or none w ill enter lain it. 

First Murd. AVhiit if it come to thee again ? 

• Second Murd. I ’ll not med<llewith it; it iiuikci* 
a nan a coward , a man cannot steal, but it 
accuflcth him; a man c.iuiuit swt^r, but it chei ks 
him; a man cannot lie witli his neigh bimr’s wiie^ 
but it detects him: ’tia a blubliujg bliamefui ed 
spirit, that mutinies in a man’s bosom , it fills u 
man full of obstacles; it made me umx! resUjie a 
purse of gold that 1 found , it Ix^ggars any man 
that keejiS it , it is tumc‘d out c>t all town> and 
cities for a d^ipgeious thing, anrl e\eiy man tliat 
means to live well endeavours to Lru.il to luinself 
and live without lU 

First Murd. ’Zounds ! it is even now at my 
dhow, persuading me not to kill the duke. 

Second Murd. Take the dt^il in thy mind, aud 

XXI. a 
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bcHcve him not: he would insimiate with thcc 
but to make thee sigh. 

First Murd I am strong-framed ; he cannot 
prevail wnth me. 

i^trond Murd, Spoke like a tall fellow that 
reaiMictfi his reputation. Come, shall w'e to this 
gear 1 

First Murd. Take him over the costard with 
the hilts of thy sword, and then throw him in 
the malmsoY-hutt in the nevt room 

Second Afard.^0 excellent device 1 and make a 
sop of him. ^ 

First Murd Soft ^ he \i*akes. 

Second Murd Strike 

First Murd No, we’ll reason with him. 

Vlar, Wheie art thou, keeixT? give me a cup 
of wine. 

First Murd. You shall have w'ine enough, my 
lord, anon, 

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou ? ». 

First Murd. A man, as you ara 
^ Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

First Murd Nor you, as we are, loyal 
Chr. Thy voice is thunder, hut thy looks are 
humhle. 

First Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my 
looks mme own 

Clar. How darkly and how deadjy dost thou 
speak ! 

Your eyes do menace me : vrhy look you pale ? 
Who sent you hither 1 Wherefore do you come t 
Ihtk Murd. To, to, to— 

Clar. To murder me 1 
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Both Murd, Ay, ay. 

Clar, JSTou scarcely have the hearts to tell me bo, 
And^heroforc cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have 1 offended you ? 

First Murd. Offended us you have not, but the 
king. 

Clar. I eliall be reconciled to him again. 

Second Murd. Never, my lord ; therefore pre- 
pare to die. 

Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of 
men ^ 

To slay tho^iimocent ? WTiat is my offiince ? 
Where are the cv»^^'•nce that do accuse^ ino ? 

What lav’fiil qiuist liave given their verdict un 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronouncea 
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 

Before I be convict by course of law, 

To threaten me with death is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope to have redemption 
By Uhrist’s dear blood sued for our grievous sins. 
That you depart and lay no hands on me ; 

The deed you undertake la damnable. 

First Murd. What we will do, we do upoiT 
command. 

Second Murd. And he that hath commanded ia 
the king. 

OZor. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of 
kings 

Hath m the table of His law commanded 
That thou shalt do no murder : will you then 
foum at his edict and fulfil a man’s? 

Inke heed ; for he holds vengeance in his haodi 
To hnrl upon their heads that break his Law. 
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SeeoTid Murd. And that same vengeance doth 
he hurl on thee, . 

For false forswearing and for murder too : 

Thou didst receive the sacrament to fight 
In ouarrel of the house of Ijancaster. 

Iftrst Murd, And, like a traitor to the mime of 
God, 

Didst break that vow, and w ith thy treacherous 
blade 

Unripp’d '^t tlie bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 
Second Af wrd.n Whom tliou wast sworn to 
cherish and defend. ♦ 

First Murd. Hoiv canst thou urge God’s dread- 
ful law to us, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree 1 
Clar. Alas t for whose sake did 1 that ill decxl 1 
For Edward, for my brother, for lus sake: 

He sends you not to murder me for this , 

For m that sin he is as deep a.s I. i 

If God will be avenged for that deed, • 

O ! know you yet, he doth it publicly : 

Take not the quarrel from His powerful arm; 

He needs no mdirect or lawless course 
To cut off those that have ofTended Him. 

First Murd. Who made thee then a bloody 
minister. 

When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 

That princely novice, w'as ttruck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage. 
First Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and 
thy faulty 

Provoke us hither now* to slaughter thee. 

ClaT. If you do lofb my brother, hate not me ; 
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I am his brother, and I love him well, 
be hired for meed, go back again, 

And 1 will send you to my brother Gloucester, 
Who shall reward you better for my bfe 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

Second Murd, You are deceived, your brother 
Gloucester luites you. 

Clar, O, no ! he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to hmi from me. 

Both Mtird. Ay, so will. 

Clar. Tt^l him, when that our princely father 
York 

Bless’d his three sons w'lth hia victorious arm, 

And charged us fium Ins soul to love each other. 
He little thought of this divided friendship. 

Bid Gloucester ihmk on this, and he will weiu). 

First Murd. Ay, milhitones; as he lesson’ll us 
^ to w eep 

^r. 0 ’ do not slander him, for he is kind. 
First Murd. Kight, 

As snow m haivest. Thou deceivest thyself 
'T is he that sends us to destroy you here. 

Clar. It cannot be ; for he l^wept my fortune. 
And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

First Murd. Why, so he doth, now he delivers 
you ^ 

From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 
Second Murd. Make jx^ce with God, for you 
must die, my lord. 

CZar. Have you that holy feeling in your souh*, 
To counsel me to make my peace with Gkxl, 

And are you yet to your own souls so blind^ 
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That you will war with God by murderiijg mel 
O 1 6118 , coiiflider, they that set you on 
To do this deed will hate you for the deed. 

Second Murd, What sliadl we do 1 
Clar. Keleiit and save your souls. 

First Murd, Beleiit ! ’t is cowardly and 
womanish. 

Clar, Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. 
Which of you, if you vrere a prince’s son, 

Being pent from liberty, as I am now, 

If two such murderers as yourselves oume to you, 

Would not entreat for life 1 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O 1 if tlmie eye be not a Ihittcrer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me. 

As you would beg, Avere you in my distress ; 

A lagging prince what beggar pities not 1 
Second Murd. Look belund you, my lord. 

First Murd. Take that, and that ; [Stdbs>h'm, 
If all this will nut do, 

,1 ’ll drown you m the malmsey-butt within. ’ 

[ExUy vnth the body. 
Second Murd, A bloody deed, de&perately 
dispatch’d 1 

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous murder. 

Be-erdcr First Murderer. 

First Murd, How now! w'hat mean’st thou, 
that thou help’st me not? 

By heaven, the duke, shall know how dock thou 
art. 
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Second Murd, 1 w ould he knew that I had saved 
- — r his brother I 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 

For I repent me that the duke is slam. \ExU. 

First Mard. So do not I . go, coward as thou ai t. 
Well, 1 T go hide the body m wane hole, 

Till that the duke give oidcr for his burial : 

And w’hen I have iiiy meed, I w'lll aw'ay ; 

For this will out, and here 1 must not stay. 

[Extt. 

ACT II. 

ScE^’B I. I udon, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King Edwaud, sick^ Queen Klizabeth, 

DoBSET, UlVEHH, llAbllNaS, BUCKJNQUAM, 
Grey, arid others. 

K, Edw, Wliy, to: now have I done a good 
da/s work. 

You peers, continue this united league : 

I every day expect an einbassiige 
From my Kedeemer to redeem me hence ; 

And now in peace my soul shall part to heaven, • 
Smee I have »et my Ineiids at peace on earth. 
Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand , 
Dissemble not your hatre<l, swear your love. 

Riv, Bjf heaven, my heart is purged from 
grudging hate ; 

And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 
Hast. So thrive I, as I truly swear the like t 
K. Edw. Take he^ yog (Mly not before your 
king; 
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Lest he that is the supreme King of Hngs 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award ^ 
Either of you to be the other^s end. 

Hast. So pra*»per I, as 1 swear perfect love 1 
Riv. And I, .as I lo\e Hasting with my heart! 
K. Edvo. Madam, yourself are not exempt in 
this, 

Nor you, son Dorsi*t, Buckingham, nor you ; 

You have been factious one against the other. 
Wife, love Lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand ; 
And what you d<j, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. EHz. Here, Hastings; 1 will itiver more 
remember 

Our foniier liatreil, so thrive I and mine ! 

K, Edio. Dorset, embrace him; Hastings, love 
lord martpiess. 

Dot. This mlercliange of love, I here protest, 
U^n my part shall l»c inviolabl*». 

Hast And so swear I, my lord. [They errd/race 
K. Edw, Now, pimcely Buckingham, seal thou 
this league 

With thy eiubiacemenU to my wife’s allies, 

And make me happy in your umty. 

Buck. [To Die Queerti Whenever Buckingham 
doth turn his liate 

Upon }our grace, but with all duteous love 
Doth cherish you and yours, God piimsh me 
With hate in those where I expect mf 5t love ! 
When I have most need to employ a friend. 

And most assured that he is a Inend, 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be be unto me ! This do I beg of heaven. 

When 1 am cold in lute to you or yours. 

[They mJbroee. 
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K, Edvf, A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking- 

Tthy vow unto ray sickly heart. 

There wariteth now our brother Gloucester here 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 

Buck And, m good time, here comes tlie noble 
duke. 

Enter Gloucester. 

CrZou. Good morrow to ray sovereign king and 
queen ; ^ 

Andy prince^ peers, a happy tune of day 1 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, a.s we have spent the 
day. 

Gloucester, we have done deedy of chanty ; 

Made peace of enniUy, lair love of haU*, 

Between these swelling wrong-mcenBcd jicers 
Glou, A blessed labour, my most sovereign lord. 
Among this princely heap, it any here, 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

Hold me a f(x: ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage, 

Have aught committed tliat is hardly borne 
By any m this presence, 1 desire 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 

Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love. 

First, madan^ 1 entreat tiue jicace ot you, 

Which I Will purchase wuth my duteous service 
Of you, my noble cousm Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodged between us ; 

Of you, Lord Rivers, and, Lord Grey, of you. 
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That all without desert have frown’d on me ; 
Dukes, earls, lords, ^ntlemen ; indeed, of 
I do not know that Englishman alive 
With whom my soul is any jut at odds 
More than the infant that is born to-night : 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz, A holy day shall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God all strifes were well compounded. 
My sovereign lord, I do beseech your hignneaa 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Olou, Why^ madam, have I offer’d love for thiS| 
To be so flouted in this royal presence 1 
Who knows not that the gentle duke is dead ? 

[They all start 

You do him injury to scorn his corse. 

K, Edw, 'Who knows not he is dead 1 who knows 
he isl 

<2. Eliz, All-seeing heaven, what a world is this I 
BtLck. Look I so pale. Lord Dorset, as the resf I 
JJor. Ay, my good lord; and no man ih the 
presence 

But ms red colour hath foisook his cheeks. 

K, Edw. Is Clarence dead? the order was 
reversed. 

Qloii, But he, poor soul, by your first order 
died, 

And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 

Some tardy cnnple bare the countaimand, 

That came too to see him buried. 

God grant that some, less noble and leas loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood, 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current Ifrom suspicion. 
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Enter Stanley. 

■tCtonw A boon, my eovereign, for my service 
done ! 

K, Edw, I pray thee, peace : my soul is full of 
sorrow. 

Stan. I will not rise, unless your highness hear 
me. 

K. Edto. Then speak at once what is it thou 
demand’st. 

Stan. The forfeit, sovereign, of my servant’s life ; 
Who slew ^-day a riotous gentlenftui 
Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have ^ a tongue to doom my brother’s 
death. 

And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave 1 
My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought, 
And yet his punishment was bitter death. 

Who sued to me for him ? who, m my wrath, 
*Kneerd at mv feet, and bade me be advised ? 

Who spoke of brotherhood ? who s^ke of love Y 
Who told me how the poor soul dia forsake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me 7 
Who tmd me, m the field at TewKsburv, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me 
And said, ^ Dear brother, live, and be a king ’ 7 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field 
Prozen almost to death, how he did lap me 
Even in his ^rments ; and did mve himself, 

All thin and naked, to the numb cold night 7 
All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put i^ in my mind. 
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But wlien your carters or your waiting- vassals 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and oefacedr 
The precious image of our dear Kedeemcr, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, 
pardon ; 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you ; 

But for luy brother not a man would sjieak, 

Nor I, ungracious, speak unto myself 
For him, jioor soul. Tlie proudest of you all 
Have been beholding to him in his life, 

Yet none of yon would once beg for his life. 

0 God ! 1 fear thy lUhtice will take hold 
On me and you and mine and yours for this. 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. 0 I poor 
Clarence. 

[Exeunt King Edward, Queen Elizabeth, 
Hastings, Rivers, Dorset, and Obey. 
Glou This IS the triut ot rashness. Mark’d you 
'not 

How that the guilty kindred of the queen 
Look’d pale when they did hear of Clarence* 
death ? 

O 1 they did ui^ it still unto the king ; 

God will revenge it Come, lords ; will you go 
To comfort Edw'ard with our company ? 

Buck, We wait upon your grace. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. The Same, A Boom in (he Palace, 

Enter (he Duchess of Yore, vjith (he two children, 
of Clarence. 

Boy, Good grandam, tell us, ia our father dead ? 
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Buch. No^ boy. 

Boy , Why do you wring your hands, and beat 
■■■■Jour breast; 

And cry ‘ O Clarenre, my unliappy son I * ? 

Girl. Why do you look on us, and shake your 
head, 

And call us orj)hanq, wTetchcjs, castaways, 

If that our noble lather be alive ? 

Duck. My i)retty cousins, you mistake me 
much ; 

I do lament the sickness of the king, 

Afl loth to l«je him, not your fathers death ; 

It were lost sorrow to wail one tliat ’s lost 
Boy, Then, gran, lam, you conclude that he is 
dead. 

The king mine uncle is to blame for it: 

Gkxl will revenge it ; whom 1 will impoilune 
With earnest jnayers all to tliat effect. 

• Girl, And so will I. 

Peace, children, i»eace I the king doth 
love you well ; 

Incapable and shallow innocents, 

You cannot guess who caused your fathers death.® 
J^oy. Grundam, wc can; for my good undo 
Gloucester 

Told me, the king, provoked to it by the queen, 
Devised impeachments to imprison liim : 

And when n^ uncle told me so, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my dieek ; 

Bade me rely on huu as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch, ! that deceit should steal such gentle 
shape, 
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And with a virtuous vizard hide deep vice. 

He is my son, ay, and therein my shame. 

Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy Think you my uncle did dissembley 
grancLiin ? 

Duch Ay, boy. 

Boy. I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise b 
this ? 

Writer Queen Elizabeth, mth her hair about her 
ears; Rivers and Horskt follommj her. 

Q Eliz. Oil r who shall hinder mei-o waU and 
wTep, 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself? 

I ’ll jom witli black despair iigainst my soul, 

And to myself become an enemy. 

JJuch. What means this scene of rude im- 
piticnce ? 

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence : 
Edward, my lord, thv son, our king, is dead I, 
Why grow the branches now the root is withered ? 
Why wither not the leaves that want their sap ? 

^f you wull live, lament; if die, lie brief, 

That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perjK^ual rest. 

Duch. Ah 1 BO much interest have I in thy 
sorrow 

As I had title in thy noble husband. * 

I liave bewept a worthy husband’s death, 

And lived with. looking on his images; 

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces .by malignant death, 
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And I for comfort have bat one false glass, 

That grieves me when I see my shame in him. 
TRCflHirt a widow ; yet thou art a motlier, 

And hast the comfort of thy clulclreii left thee: 

But death hath snatch’d my huslwiiid from iiime 
arms, 

A.nd pluck’d two crutches from my feeble linilis, 
Clarence and Edward O ! what c^iuse have I, 
Tlane being but a uKuety of my gn(‘f, 

To overgo thy plaints and drown tliy cries. 

Bay, Ciood aunt, you wept not for our father’s 
death ; « * 

How can we aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Girl, Our bitheilt - distiess was left uninoan’d; 
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept 

Q. Ehz (liv'e me no hclj) in laimnUition ; 

I am not barren to bring lorth complaints 
All spnngs leducc their currents to inme eyes, 

That I, being govern’d by the watery moon, 

May ^nd forth plenteous tears to drown the 
world ! 

Ah I for my husband, for my dear lord Edward. 

Chil, Ah ! for our father, for our dear lord # 
Clarence. 

Luch. Alas ! for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence 

'Q. Eliz. Wliat stay had I but Edward ? and 
he ’s cone. 

Cml, What stay had we but Clarence 1 and he ’s 
gone. 

Duck. What stays had 1 but Iheyl and they 
are gone. 

Q. Eliz. Was never widow Jiad so dear a loss. 
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ChiL Were never orphans had so dear a loss. • 
Duth Was never mother had so dear a losa 
Alas 1 I am the mothei- of these griefs : 

Their woes are parcel rd, mine are general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and so do I ; 

I for a Cl ai dice w’cep, so doth not she 
These l)al>e8 for Clarence \voe}>, and so do I ; 

I for an Edward iveep, so do not they : 

Alas ! you three on me, threefold distress’d, 

Pour all j’our tears, I am \()ur sorrow’s nurse, 

And I will pampei it w itli laiiKUiUition. 

Dot. Comfoit, dear mothei . Cod >s much dis- 
pleased 

That you take w'lth unt hank fulness his doing. 

In common worldly things ’tis trill’d ungrateful 
AVith dull uiiwilliiignesb to reiiay a debt 
Which w’lth a bounleoufe liana was kindly lent; 
Much more to lie thus oj)posiU» with heaven, 

Eor it retpiires the ir»yal debt it lent }ou. 

Riv. Madam, l>ethuik you, like a caieful mother. 
Of the young prince your sou send straight for 
him ; 

jLet him be crown’d ; in him your comfort lives. 
Drowm desperate stirrow^ in clearl Edward’s grave, 
And plant your joys iii living Edward’s throne. 

Eriier Gloucester, Buckingham, Stanley, 
Hastings, Ratcliff, aiid others, 

Glou. Sister, liave coinfoi-t: all of us have cause 
To wail tlie diinimng of our sinning star ; 

But none can cuie tlieir harms by waihng them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
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1 did not see your grace : humbly on niy kuoc 
J cmve your blftteiiig. 

Bv/di, God blebs ihec ! and pul meekness in tliy 
mind, 

Love, chanty, obedience, and true duty. 

Glou. Amen ; [Aside ] and make me die a good 
old man ! 

Tliat 18 the butt-en<l of a mother’s blessing ; 

I marvel tliat her gi'ace did leave it out. 

Buck. You cloudy prmces and heart-sorrowing 
peers, • 

Tliat bear tJiis mutual heavy load of moan, 

Now cheer each other in each other’s love . 

Though we have . .'v nt our harvest of this king, 
We are to reap the liarvest oi his son. 

The broken laiicour of )'oui high-swohi hearts, 
But lately splinter’d, knit, and join’d togethei. 
Must gently be presc-i'ved, theiish’d, ana kept; 

Me seemeth good, tliat, with some little tram. 
Forthwith irom Ludlow the young prince be 
fetch’d 

Hither to London, to l>e crowrn’d our king. . 
jRtv. Why with some little tram, my Lord of 
Buckingham ? 

Buck. Marry, iny lord, lest, by a multitude, 

The new'-heal’d wound ol malice should break out ; 
Which would be so much the more dangeroiK., 

By how much the estate is green and yet un- 
govem’d ; 

Where ever^' horse liears las commanding rein, 
And may direct his course as please hini^f. 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my opinion, ought to be f revent^ 

XXI. 



S8 KING JilCHAKD HI, [ACT lU 


Glfm, 1 hope the kuig made peace with all of 

US ; 

And the compact is firm and true in me. 

liiv. And so in nu^ ; and so, I think, m all : 
Yet, smce it is but it should be put 
To no apparent like) ihood of breach, 

Wiich hajjly by iiiucli company might be urged : 
Therefore I say with noble Buckingiiam, 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast And so say I. 

Glou, Theiiil^e it bu; and go we to determine 
Who they shall be that straight squall post to 
Ludlow. 


Madam, and you, my mother, will you go 
To give your ceiisuies in this busiiwjss? 

{Exeunt all but Buckingham and Qlodcksteb. 
BaeJe, My luid, whoever journeys to the pnnee, 
For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home : 


For by the May I ’ll sort occasion. 

As index to the story we late talk’d of. 

To part the c^ueeus proud kmdred from tJie 


prince. 

Glou. My other self, my counsel’s consistory, 
My oracle, iny piophet ! My deai cousin, 

1, as a cluld, w'lll go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we ’ll not stay behind. 

[Exeunt, 


Scene III. T/is Same, A Street, 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

First Cit Good morrow, neighbour : whither 
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Away so • 

S^fioni at. 1 promise you I scarcely know my- 
self : 

Hear you the news abroad ? 

Ftrst Cit Ay, that the king is dead. 

SecoTid Cit. Ill news, by *r lady ; seldom comes 
the better : 

I fear, I fear ’t will prove a giddy world- 
Enter another Citizen- 

Third Oit^Neighboiii*», God speed I 

First at. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Third Cit. Doth tlie news hold of good Kuig 
Edward’s deatii ( 

Second Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help the 
while 1 

Third Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous 
woiM. 

Fi^ at. No, no ; by God’s good grace his sou 
^all rei^ 

Third at. Woe to tliat land that ’s govern’d by 
a child ! • 

Second Cit. In him there is a hope of govern- 
ment, 

That m his nonage council under him, 

And in lus full and ripen’d years himself, 

No doubt, shall then and till then govern well 

First CU. So stood the state when Henry the 
Sixth 

Was crown’d in Pans but at mne months old. 

Third Cht. Stood the state so? no, no, good 
friends, God wot; , 

For then this land was famously enrich’d 
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With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect hia OTace. 

Fxtii Git. Why, 60 hath this, both by his fSCtftei 
and mother. 

Third Uit. Better it were they all came by his 
father, 

Or by his father there wcic none at all ; 

For emulation, who shall now Ixj neaiest, 

Will touch us all too near, it God prevent not. 

O ! full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester; 

And the queen’s bons and biutheis haught and 
proud . i 

And were they to lie ruled, and not to rule, 

This sickly land might solace as Ixifore, 

First Git. Come, come, we fear the worst; all 
will Ixj well. 

Third CU. When clouds are seen, >\idc men put 
on their cloaks ; 

AVhen great leavers fall, then winter is at hand; c 
AVhen the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely stoims make men expect a dearth. 

All may be nvoII ; but, if God sort it so, 

T ifl more than we de.serve, or I exjK*,ct. 

SecoTui CU. Truly, the hearts ot men are full of 
fear: 

Ye cannot reason almost with a man 
That looks not heavily aiid full of dread. 

Third Git. Before the Jays of pjiange, still is it 

BO. 

By a divine instinct men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as by proof we see 
The water swell before a boisterous storm. 

But leave it all to God. Wither away ? 
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Second Cit, Marry, we were sent for to tlie 
, justices. 

TiUrd Od. And so was I : I ’ll bear you company. 

\^Ex€U7U„ 

Scene IV. The Same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter the Archbislitm of York, the younq Duke of 
York, Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of 
York. 

* Arch. Last* night, I hear, they lay at Nor- 
thampton, 

At Stony-Stratford they do rest to-niglit • 
To-morrow, or next day, they will lie here. 

Duck. 1 long with all my iiciirt to sec tlie prince. 
I hope he is much grown since last I saw him. 

Q. Eliz. But I hear, no ; they say my son of 
• York 

Hath almost overtfi’en him in his growtk 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not liave it so. 
JDuch. Why, my young cousm, it is good to 

gl'OW. 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at 
supper, 

My uncle Rivers talk'd how I did grow 
More than mv brother: ‘Ay,’ quoth my uncle 
Gloucester, 

^ Small herbs have grace, gre^it weeds do grow 
apace’ : 

And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast, 
Because sweet flowers are slo^ and weeds nuike 
haste. 
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DucK. Good faith, good faith, the saying did not 
hold 

In lura tliat did object the same to thee : 

He was the wretched st thing when he was yonng, 
So long a-growing and so leisurely, 

That, it his rule wei*e true, he should be gracious. 

Arch And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious 
madam. 

Diuili. I hope he is; but yet lit mothers doubt. 

Yurk Now, by my troth, if I had been 
reniemljer’d, ^ 

I could have given my uncle’s grace a flout, 

To touch hia growth ne^ircr than he touch’d mine. 

Ditch How, my young York ? I pray thee, let 
me hmr it. 

York. Marry, they »iy my uncle grew so fast 
Tli.it he could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; 

*T wa.s full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Qrandam, this would have l>een a biting jest. 

Ditch, I pray thee, pretty York, who told thee 
tins ? 

, York. Graudam, his nurse. 

Duch. His nurse I why, she was dead ere thou 
^^^lst born. 

Yoik If ’t were not she, I cannot tell who told 
me 

Q Eliz. A parlous bov ; go to, you are too 
shrewd. ^ 

A)ch Good madam, be not angry with the 
child. 

Q Elvt. Pitchers have ears. 

EnJtw a Messenger. 
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Artk. Here comes a messenger. What news ? 
Mess Such news, my lord, as grieves me to 
unfold. 

Q Eliz. How doth the prince ? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Dwh. What 18 thy news then ? 

Mess. Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to 
Pom fret, 

With them Sir Thomas Vauglian, prisoners. 

Dock. Who hath commituii them ? 

Mess. The mighty dukes, 

Gloucester and Buckingham. * 

Q Eliz For wdiat offence ? 

Mess The sum < * all I can, I luive disclosed : 
Why or for what these nobles wore committed 
Is all unknown to nie^ my gracious lady. 

Q. Eliz Ay me ' 1 see tlie nan of my housBi 
The ti^er now hath seized the gentle hind ; 
Insulting tyranny begins to jet 
Upon the innocx?nt and aweless throne : 

Welcome, destruction, death, and massacre 1 
I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days, • 
How many of you have mine eyes beheld 1 
My hiislmnd lost his life to get the crown, 

And often up and down my sons were to^d, 

For me to joy and weep their gain and loss : 

And being s^ted, and domestic broils 
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 
Make war upon themselves ; brother to brother, 
Blood to bloOT, self against self : O I preposterous 
And frantic outrage, end thy damned spleen ; 

Or let me die, to look on eamh no more. 
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Q. EUz, Come, come, my boy ; wc will to 
sanctuary. 

Maclam, farewell. 

Duch, Stay, I will go witli you. 

Q. EUz, You have no cauw\ 

Arch. My gracious lady, go ; 

And thither bear your treasure and your goo^ 
For my part, I *11 resign unto your grace 
'ITie seal I keep : and so betide to me 
As well I temler you and all ot yours ! 

Come ; I *11 conduct you to the sanctuary. 

• [Exeunt 


ACT III. 

Scene I. London. A Street 

The trumpets sound Enter the Prince of Walks, 
Gloucesteii, Buckingham, Cardinal Bour- 
cniER, Cates UY, and oOurs. 

t 

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 
your chamber. 

* Glou. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts* sove- 
reign ; 

The weary way hath made you melancholv. 

Prince. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 

I want more uncles here to welcome nv». 

Glou. Sweet prince, the untamted virtue of your 
years 

Hath not yet dived into the world’s deceit ; 

Nor more can you distinguish of a man 

Than of his outward show ; which, God lie knows^ 
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Sddom or never jnmpeth with the heart 
Jlhose uncles which you want were dangerous ; 
Your grace attended to their sugar’d words, 

But look’d not on the* poison of their hearts : 

Qod keep you from them, and from such false 
fnends I 

Pnnee. God keep me from false friends ! but 
they w'cre none. 

Glov. My lord, the Mayor of London comes to 
gtis&i you. 

Enle9 the Lord Mayor ajid hfs tram. 

May. God bless your grace with lieSilth and 
happy days ’ 

Prince, 1 tlink you, gcxxl my lord ; and thank 
you all. 

I thought my mother and my brother York 
Woula long ere this have met ns on the way : 

^ie ! w'hat a slug is IlaRtings, that lie comes not 
To tell us whether they will come or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time Iiere comes tlie 
sweating lord. 

Pnnee. Welcome, my lord. What, w’lll our 
mother come 1 

Hast. On ylmt occasion, God he knows, not i. 
The queen your mother, and your ])i other York, 

‘ Have taken sanctuary • the tender prince 
Would fam have come wuth me to meet your 

But ij his mother was perfo^ withheld. 
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Fie 1 wKat an indirect and peevisli course 
Is this of hers. Lord cardinal, will your grace 
Persuade the queen to send the Duke of York 
Unto Ins princely brother presently ? 

If she deny, Ijord Hustings, go with him, 

And from her je^alous arms pluck him iierforcc. 
Card. My Lord of Biickingliam, if my weak 
oratory 

Cm from his mother win the Duke of York, 

Anon expect him here ; but if she be obdurate 
To mild ontreayea, God in heaven forbid 
We should infringe the holy privilege • 

Of blessed sanctuaiy 1 not for all this land 
Would I he guilty ot so great a sin 

You aio too senstdcss-obstiiiate, my lo'M, 
Too ceremonious and traditional 
‘Weigh It but with the groMsneas of thm age, 

You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted < 

To those whose dealings have dest*rved the place, 
And those who have the w it to claim the place : 
This ]»rince hatli neither claim’d it nor deiierved it ; 
S\.nd therotoic, in mine opinion, cannot have it ; 
Then, taking him from thence that is not there, 
You lireak no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sinctuary men, 

But sanctuarj’’ cluldren ne’er till now. 

Card, My lord, you sliall o’er-rule ^ay mind for 
once. 

Come on, Lord Hastings, will you go with mef 
Hast I go, my lord, 

Pnnee, Qc^ "lords, make all the speedy haste 
you may. « 
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[Rxeunl Cardinal Bourghibr, and Habtinqs. 
Say, uncle Gloucester, if our brother come, 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation ? 

Olou. Where it seems best unto your royal self. 

If I may counsel you, some day or two 
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower : 

Then where you please, and shall be thought most 
fit 

For your beat health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any placet 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lora 1 
Buck. He did, my gracious lord, begin that 
place, 

Which, since, succeeding a^ have re-edifted. 

Pnnce. Is it upon record, or else reported 
Successively from age to age, he built it ? 

Buck. Upon record, my CTacious lord. 

Prince. But say, my loro, it were not register’d, 
Methinks the truth should live from age to age, 
As^’t were retail’d to all posterity, 

Even to the general all-ending day. 

Glou. [Aside.] So wise so young, they say, 
do never live long. • 

Pnnce. What say you, uncle 1 
Glou. I say, without characters, fame lives long. 

S Ajidc.l Thus, like the formal Vice, Iniquity, 

! moralize two meanings in one word ^ 

Prince, ipiat Jubus Caesar was a famous man ; * 
With what his valour did enrich his wit, 

TTifl wit set down to make his valour bve : 

Death makes no conquest of this conqueror. 

For now he lives in fame, though not in life. 

1 11 tell yon what, my cou^^n Buckinghanv— > 
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Byjufk, What, my gracious lord ? 

Prvnce. An if I live until I be a man, 

I ’ll win our ancient right in France again, 

Or die a soldier, as I lived a king. 

Glou. [Aswis.] Short summers lightly have a 
forward spring. • 

Enter York, Hasttnob, and Cardinal Bour- 
CHIER. 

Biu'k Now, in good time, here romes the Duke 
of York. 

Prince, Ricliard of York ! how fares our noble 
brother ? 

York, Well, niy dread lonl ; so must I call you 
now. \ 

Pnnee Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is yours ; 
Too late he ciied that might have kept tliat title, 
Which by his death hath lost much majesty 
Glou How fares our cousin, noble Lord of 
York? 

York. 1 thank you, gentle uncle. 0 I my lord. 
You said tkit idle weeds are fast in growth : 

The prince my brother h«*ith outgrown me far. 

Glou. He hath, my lord. 

York, And therefore is he idle 1 

Glou. 0 I my fair cousin, I must not say so. 

* York. Then he is more beholding to you 
than I. 

Glou, He may command me as my sovereign ; 
But you have power in me as in a kinsman. 

York, I pray you, uncle, give me this dagger. 
Glou. My dagger, little cousin? with all my 
heart 
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Prince. A be'ggar, brotlier ? 

York. Of my kind uncle, tliat I know will 
Give ; 

And being but a toy, which is no grief to give. 

Glou. A greater gift tliau lliat I’ll give my 
cousin. 

York. A greater gift I O ! that ’a the sword to 
It. 

Glou, Ay, g(MiUc rousin, were it light enough. 

York O! then, 1 see, you’ll juit but with 
l.alil. gifts ; 

In weighulei things you *11 say a Beggar nay. 

Glou, It IS too weighty foi your giacc to wear. 

York. 1 weigh A bglitly, weie it heavier. 

Glou,. ^Vll£lt ! would }ou ha\c my weapon, 
little lord 1 

York. I would, tliat I might thank you as you 
oall me. 

Gl u How? 

York, uittle. 

Prince. My Lord of York will still be cross in 
talk. 

Uncle, your grace knows how to Ixuir w ith him.* 

York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with 
me. 

Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me, 

fiecause that I am little, like an ape, 

He tliinka tliat you should bear me on your 
shoulders 

Btick. With wliat a shaqi-provided wit he 
reasons ! 

To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle, 

He preUdy and aptly tauiiU himself : 
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So cunning and so young is wonderful. 

Giou,. My lord, will ’t please you pass along 1 
Myself and uiy good cousin Buckingbam 
Will tAi your mother, to entreat of her 
To meet you at the Tower and welcome you. 

Yiyrk, Wliat 1 will you go unto the Tower, my 
lord ? 

Pniice My lord piotector needs will luave it sa 
Y&rk. I sliall not sleej) in (^uiet at the Tower. 
Glou. Why, wliiit should you fear ? 

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence^ angry ghost: 
My grandam told lue he w«is murder’d inhere. 
Pnrice. I fear no uncles deiul. 

Gluu, Nor none that live, I hope. 

Priiice. An if they hve, I hope I need not 
fear. 

But come, my lord ; and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[A Smiuit. Kxeunt all but QLOuci£bTER,» 
Bockinquam, arui Catecby. 
Bn>ck. Think you, my lord, this little prating 
York 

"\vas not incensed by his subtle mother 
To tiuiit and scorn you thus opprobriously ? 

Glou. No doubt, no doubt. 01 ’t is a parlous 
boy; ^ 

Bold, (luick, ingenious, forward, capable : 

He ’s all the mother’s, from the top to ^iOe. 

Buck, Well, let them i-est. Come hither, 
Catesby; thou art swoni 
As deeply to effect w'hat we mtend 
As closely to conceal what we impart 
Thou know’st our rear jus urged upon the way : 
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What think’ttt thou ? is it not an easy matter 
^To make William Lord Hastings of our mind, 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat roy^il of this famous isle ? 

Cates, He lor lus father’s sake so loves the 
prince, 

That lie will not be won to aught iigainst him. 
Buck, Wliat tlunk'bt thou then of Stanley 1 
what will he ] 

Cates. He will do all in all os Hastings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more bub tins : go, gentle 
Catesby, * 

And, as it wei^ far off, sound thou Lord Hastings, 
How he doth staiia allected to our purjxise ; 

And summon him to-inoirow to the Tower, 

To ait about the coronation. 

If thou dost find lum tractable to us, 

Encouioge him, and show him all our reasons: 

•If he be leaden, icy-cold, unwilling, 

Be tiiou so too, and so break off your tallr^ 

And give us notice of his inclination ; 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be en Alloy'd. 

Olou. Commend me to Loid William : tell him, 
Catesby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfrei -castle ; 

And bid m^ lord, for joy of this good news, 

Give Mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck, Good Cdtesby, go, effect this business 
soundly. 

Cates. My good lords both, with all the heed 1 

can. 
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Glo\t, Shall wo hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
sleep? 

CoitA, You shall, my lord. 

Glou, At Crosby -place, there sliall you find us 
both. ^xd Catesby, 

Bvick. Now, my lord, ^\hat sliau we do if we 
perceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots? 
GIom Cliop oil hu} head ; something we will 
determine . 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom Of Ileretord, and the maireables 
Whereof the king my bi other stood ixissess^d. 
Biuk. I’ll claim tliat promise at }our grace’s 
hand. 

Ghm, And look to have it yielded with all 
kindness 

CVnie, let us sup lietimes, that afhTwards 
^^’e may di^l our complots m some form. 

[Eagsunf. 

Scene II. The Same. Before Lord Hastings’ 
House. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess Mv lord, my lord ! [Knocihiiig. 

Hast, [if” ithin.^ Who knocks ? 

Mess. One from the Lord Stanley. 

Erder Hastings. 

HcLst. What is ’t o’clock ? 

Mess. Upon the 8t{^ke of four. 
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Hast Cannot thy master sleep these tedious 
nights ? 

Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to } our noble self. 

Hast. What then ? 

Mess. Ilien certifies }our lordship, that this 
lught 

He dreamt the boar had raised off his helm : 
Besides, he says there are two councils held ; 

And that may be determined at the one 
Which may make }ou and hun^to luc at the 
other. • 

Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s 
pleasure. 

If you will presently take horse with him, 

And with all speed poet with him toward the 
north, 

To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

• Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord ; 

Bid bun not fear the separated councils : 

His honour and myself are at the one, 

And at the other is my good fiiend Catesby ; 
Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us 
Whereof I sliall not nave intelligence. 

Tell him his fears are shallow, wanting instance : 
And for his dreams, I wonder he’s so simple 
To trust the mockery of unquiet sluiubers. 

To fly the b^r beioie the Imr pursues, 

Were to mceuse the boar to follow us 

And make pursuit where he did mean no chase. 

Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 

And we will both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar i^ill use os kindly. 
XXI. 
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Mess, I ’ll go, my lord, aud tell lum what you 
say. [Exit, 

Enter Catesby. 

Cates, Many good mcirrowa to my noble lord ! 
Mast, Good moirow, Catcaby; you are early 
etimrig. 

What newb, wliat news, ui this owr tottering istate ? 

Cates. It IS a H‘<dmg woild, mdeed, my lord; 
And I believe ^\lll never stand upright 
Till Richard wtvir tlie garlind of the realm. 

Hast, How Y wear the gailand ! doa^^thou mean 
the crown ? 

Cates. Av, riiy good loid. 

Hast. 1 ’ll have this ciowii of mine cut from my 
shoulders 

Before I ’H see the crown so foul misplaced. 

But can&t thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cates. Ay, ou my hie, and hopes to find you 
forward 

Upon Ins i>arty, for the gam thereof . 

And thereupon he sends you this good news, 

» That this same very day your enemies, 

The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been still my adversaries; 

But, that 1 ’ll give my voict' on Richard’s side, 

To bar my master’s heirs in true descent, 

God knows I will not do it, to the dei.th. 

Cates, God keep your lordship in thy gracious 
mmd I 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelvemonth 
hence, 

That they which brought me m my master’s hate, 
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I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older, 

I ’ll send some packing that yet think not on’t. 

Cates, ’T is a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepared and look not for it. 
Hast, 0 monstrous, monstrous ! and so falls it 
out 

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey ; and so ’t will do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou and I ; wlio, as thou know’s!, are dear 
To princelv Richaid and to Buckingham. 

Cates. Tne princes both iimke high account of 
you; 

[Asioe.] For they account his head upon the 
bridge 

Hait, 1 know they do, and I have well deserved 
it. 

Enter Stanley. 

• 

Coxx^ on, come on; where is your boar-spear, 
man? 

Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My loid, good morrow; good piorrow,* 
Catesby : 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood, 

I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast. My lord, I hold my life as d'iar as yours; 
And never in my days, I do protest, 

Was it so pi^cious to me as ’t is now. 

Think you but that 1 know our state secure 
1 would be so triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 
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Were iocund and sunposed their state was sure, 
And tliey indeed haa no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet you see bow soon the day o’crcast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt : 

Pray God, I say, I i>rove a needless coward 1 
A\mt, shall Me toviard the Tower? the day is 
spent. 

Hast. Come, come, ha\e with you. Wot >11 
what, my lord ? 

To-day the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan. They /for then truth, might ,lxitter wear 
their heads 

Ilian some that have accused them w^ar their liati*. 
But come, my loi*d, let’s away. 

Enter a Purbuivant. 

Hast Go on before; I’ll talk with this good 
fellow. [Exeunt 8 tan LEV ami Catesby. 

How now, sirrah ’ liow goes tlie w orM with thee t 
Fuis, The better thiit your luixlshij) pleifee to 
ask. 

' Hast. 1 tell thoe, man, *t is l»ctU'r with me now 
Than M’hen I met thee lost ivliere now we meet : 
Then -was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; 

But now-, 1 tell thee, keej) it to thyself, 

This day those enemies are put to death, 

And 1 m better state tluui e’er 1 w'as.**' 

Furs. God hold it to. jour honour’s good con- 
tent? 

Hast. Qramercy, fellow : there, drink that for 
me. ^ [TTirauw him his mrse. 

Purs. God save your lord^p 1 \EvU, 
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Enter a Pnest. 

Pnest. Well nu t, my lord ; I am glad to see 
your honour. 

I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my 
heart. 

am in your debt for your laat ejiercue ; 

^Jome the next Sabbath, and I will conk*nt you 

Enter BrcrviNonA.M. 

Piu What! til king with priest, lord 
cliamWbrlaiii ? 

Your friends at l^)Inflet, thev do need tlie priest: 
Your honour hatl no slinving work in hand. 

Hast Good la:Lh, <ojd when I met this holy 

iiLan, 

Those ni'Uj you talk of came into my rniiid. 

Wliatl go you luwaid the Tuw’erl 
• Buck, 1 do, iny lord , hut long I shall not stay: 
I shall return kdore your lordship thence. 

Hast ’T IS like enougli, for I stay dinner there. 
Buck. [Asule"] And supper too, although thou, 
kn(nv’st it not. 

Come, will you go 1 

Hast. I ’ll wait upon your lonKhip. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene Jll. Pomfret. Before the Castle 

Enter Ratcliff, mth halberds, carrying Rivers, 
Qrey, and Vaughan to death, 

Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this : 
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die 
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For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the pimcc from all the pack of 
you ! 

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. 

Vaugh. You live that shall cry woe fop this 
hereafter. 

Rat. Dispatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv. O Pomfret, Pom fret 1 O thou bloody prison ! 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers. 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls 
Richard the Si>eond here was hack’d to death; 

And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 

We give to thee our guiltless blood to drink. 

Grey. Now Maigaict’s curse is fall’n upon our 
heads, 

When slie exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by w hen Richard stabb’d her son. 

Riv. Then cursed she Richard, then cuised she 
Buckingham, 

Then cursed sire llaatings : 0 ! remember, Gdd, 

To hear her prayer for them, as now for us ; 

Aud for my sister aud her princely sons, 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true blood. 

"Wliich, as thou know’&t, unjustly must be spilt. 

Eat Make haste : the>hour ot death is expiate. 
Rtv. Come, Grey, come, Vaughan; let us here 
embrace • 1 

Farewell, until we meet again in hea\ ^n. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. London, The Tower, 

BuCKINaHAM, StaNUSY, HASTINGS, the Bishop of 
£lt, Ratcliff, Loyel, and oihere^ fitting at 
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a table. Officers of the Council attending. 

Hast, Now, noble Peers, the cause why we arc 
met 

Ib, to determine of the coronation : 

In Gkid’s name, speak, when is the royal day? 

Btuik. Is all things ready for the royal time? 

Stan, It 16 ; and wants but nomimition. 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a hapj)y day. 

Buck. Wlio knows the lord protector’s mmd 
herein ? 

Who ifl mog^ inward with the noble duke ? 

Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest know 
Ills mind. 

Buck, We know each othePs faces; for our 
hearts, 

He knows no more of nunc than I of yours ; 

Nor I of his, my lord, than you of iiime. 

Jiord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

HfMl. I tmmk his grace, I know he loves me 
well; 

But, for hifl pur^se in the coronation, 

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d 

His gracious pleasure any way therein : 

But you, my honourable lords, may name the time ; 

And m the duke’s Ixihalf I’ll give my voice, 

Which, I presume, he ’ll take m gentle part. 

Erder Gloucester. 

Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke him- 

sdf. 

Qlou, My noble lords and cousins all, good 
morrow. 
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I have been long a sleeper ; biit, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my 
lord, 

William Lord Hastings had pronounced your part, 
I mean, yjjur voice, tor crowning of the king. 

Glou, Than my Lord Hastings no man might 
be bolder: 

His lordship know's me w^ell, and loves me well. 
My lord of Ely, wdien I was last m Holborn, 

I saw^ good straw'beiries in your g.irden there ; 

I do beseech you send for some ot them. 

EUj Marry, and w'lll, my lord, with all my 
heart. [Exzi. 

Glou. Cousin of Buckingham, a word w'lth you. 

[Takes him aside. 

Catesby halli sounded Hoistings in our business, 
And finds tlie te.sty gentleman so hot. 

As he will los(‘ his head ere give consent ® 

His niasUTS cliild, as worshipfully he tenns it, 
Jishall lose the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck Withdiaw yoursell awliile ; I ’ll go with 
you. 

[Exeunt Gloucesteu and Buckingham. 
Stan. IVe liave not yet set dovra this day of 
triumph. 

To-morrow, in my judgement, is too bidden ; 

For I myself am not so well provided 
As else 1 would be, were the day prolonged. 

Re~efiter Bishop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is myxoid, the Duke of Gloucester ? 
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I have sent for these strawberries. 

RaA, His grace looks cheerfully and smooth 
this morning • 

There’s some conceit or other likes him well, 
When tliat he bids g<Hid morrow with such spirit 
I think there 's never a man in ChrLsteudom 
Can leaser hide Ins love or hate than he : 

For by his face stiaight shall you know liia heart. 

Stan. What ot his heait ])erceive you in hia face 
By any livcdihood he show’d to-day ? 

Hast Marry, that with no m^^n here he is 
offend<!fl ; 

For, were he, he h<id shown it in his looks. 

Be-enier Gloucester and Buckingham. 

Glou. I pray yon all, tell me what they descr\e 
That do conspire iny d<‘ath with devili'sh j)lots 
Of damned witchcmft, and that have prevail’d 
Upon my body with their lielljs]i cliarnib ? 

HhtA. The tender love I bear your grace, my 
lord. 

Makes me most forward in this princely presence 
To doom the offenders, whosoe’er tliey Ixj : 

I say, my lord, they have deserved death. 

GLou Then be youi eyes the witness of their 
evil. 

i Look how I am bewit<;h’d ; l>ehold mine arm 
Is, like a bkfited saijling, wither’d up : 

And this 18 Edw'ara’s wife, that monstrous wutch, 
Consorted with tliat liarlot strumpet Shore, 

That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If t^y have done tins deed, my noble 
lord,- 
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GUm, Cateahy, overlook the walls. 

Lord mayor, the reason we have sent, — 
Qloni, Look back, defend theo ; here are enemies.^ 
Bwk, God and our innocency defend and guard 
us ! 

Qhu, Be patient, tliey are friends; Katcliff and 
Level. 

Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastino’s head. 

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Olou. So dear 1 loved the man, that I must 
weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless creature 
That breath’d upon the earth a Christian ; 

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue) 
That, his apjiarent 0 |)en guilt omitted, • 

I meanlus coinersation with Shore’s wnfo, 

He lived from all attfiinder of suspect. 

B%ick. Well, well, he was the covert’st shelter’d 
traitor 

That ever lived. 

Would you imagine, or almost believe, 

Were ’t not that by gi’eat preservation 
We live to tell it, that the 'Subtle tra^r 
This day had plotted, m the council-house 
To muraer me and my good Lord of Gloucester 7 
May. Had he done so 7 

Glou, What ! tluiik you we are Turks or infidels? 
Or that we would, c^gainst the form of law, 
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Proceed thus rashly in the villain^s death, 

But that the extreme peril of the cose, 

The peace of England, and our jieruoii’s &^fet 3 ’’, 
Enforced us to this execution ? 

May. Now, fair befall you ! he deserved his 
death ; 

And your good graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn false traitors from the like atUmipts 
Buck. 1 never look’d for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with Mistress Shore. 

Yet liad we not determined he should die, 

Until your lordship came to see his ?nd ; 

Which now the loving liaste of these our friends. 
Something against ( meanings, have j)reveJit(v;l ; 
Because, my lord, I would have had you heard 
The traitor speak, and timoroiLslv confess 
The manner and the nurpose of riis treasons ; 

That you might well tiave sigmfied the same 
Unto the citizens, v, ho haply may 
Miscanstrue us m him, and wail nis death. 

Ma/y. But, my good lord, your grace’s word 
Boall serve, 

As well as I had seen and heard him sneak : 

And do not doubt, right noble princes both, 

But I ’ll acquaint our duteous citizens 
With all vour just proceedings m this case. 

Olou. And to tliat end we wish’d your lordship 
here, ^ 

To avoid the censures of the carping world. 

Buck. But smee you come too late of our intent, 
Yet witness what you hear we did intend : 

And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell. 

^ [Exit Lord Mayor. 
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Glou Go after, after, cousin Buckiiisham. 

Tlic mayor towards Guildhall hies nim in all 
post: 

There, at your vanta^ of the time, 

Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children • 

Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen, 
Only for saying he woiila make his son 
Ileir to the crown ; iriLaumg indeed his house. 
Which by the sign tliereof was termed so. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury 
And bestial appetite in change of lust; 

Which slu tcrid unto their servanyi; daughters, 
wives, 

Even where his raging eye or saviige heart, 
Without control lusted to make a prey. 

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my i)er8an ; 
Tell them, ^vllen tliat mv mother went with child 
Of that iiiAitiate Edw*iid, noble York 
My piinccly father then had wars in France; » 
And by true computation of the tune, c 

Found that the ibbue was not his begot; 

Which well appeared lu hit> lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father. 

Yet touch this srarmglv, as t’ were far c»ff ; 
Becau-^e, my lord, you know my motlier lives. 

Doubt not, ray loid, I ’ll play the orator 
As il the golden fee for which I jdcafi 
Were for myself : and so, my loixi, adipu. * 
Glou. If you thrive well, bring them to Bay* 
nard’s castle , 

Where you shall hnd me well accompanied 
With Tii\ erend fathers and weU-leamed bishops. 
BiKk. 1 go ; and towards three or four o’clo^ 
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Look for the news that the Guil(]Aiall affords. 

GUm.* Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw ; 
[To Catehby.I Go thou to Friar Peuker; bid 
them both 

Meet me wilhm this hour at BaynareVs castle. 

[Exeunt Lovel and Catesbt. 
Now will I go, to take some privy order, 

To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 

And to give notice tli/it no iminner person 
Have any time recourse unto the princes. [Ejdt. 


Scene VI. Tfic Same, A Street. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Soriv, Here is the uidictnient of the good Lord 
• Hastings ; 

Whi^h m a set hand fau-ly is engross’d, 

That it may be to-day read o’er m Paul’s : 

And mark how well the sequel hangs together. 
Eleven hours 1 have spent to wTite it over, 

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me. 

The precedent was full aslonga-doing; 

And yet within these five hours Hastmgs lived, 

* Untainted, imexainined, free, at liberty. 

Here’s a good world the while ! Who is so gross 
That canndb see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold but says he secs it not ? 

Bad is the world ; and all will come to naughty 
When such ill dealing must be seen m thought. 
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ScHNX VII. 7^ SarM, The Court of BmmarUe 
Coitle, 

Enter Gloucester and Bdckinqham’o^ 
several doors 

Ghu, How now ! my lord, what say the 
citizens 7 

Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 

The citizens are mum, say not a word. ^ 

Glou. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s 
children 7 

Buck. I did'; with his contract w’lth f^ady Lucy, 
And his contiact by deputy in France; 

The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And luB enforcement of the city w ives ; 

His tyiaiiny for tnfles; his own bfusbirdy, 

As bt'ing got, your father then in Fiance ; 

And Ins resemblance, being not like the duke, 
W’lthol I did mfer your lineaments, < 

Being the right idea of your lather, c 

Both in your iorm and nobleness of mind ; 

Laid open all your victories in Scotland, 

Your disci j)lme in war, wusdom in ])eace, 

Your bounty, Mitue, fair hiiniility ; 

Indeed, left nothing fitting for your purpose 
Untouch’d or slightly handled in discourse; 

And when mine oi atory drew toward end, ’ 

I bade them that did love their country’s ^ood 
Cry * God save llicliard, England’s royal king t’ 
Glou. And did they so 7 

Buck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
word; 

But, like dumb statuas or breathing stonea, 
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Stared each on other, and look’d Seadly pale. 
Whidi when I saw, 1 reprehended them, 

And adc’d the mayor what meant this wUful 
silence : 

His answer was, the ])eople were not used 
To be spoke to but by the recorder. 

Then he was ur^d to tell my tale again ; 

• Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke 
inferr’d *; 

But nothing spake in warrant from himself. 

When he had done, some followers ^ mine own, 
At lower eiffi of the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 

And some ten voices cried, *uod save King 
Bichard ! ’ 

And thus I took the vantage of those few, 

< Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,’ quoth I ; 

^ This general apnlause and cheerful shout 
Argues your wi^om and your love to Richard : ’ 
And even here brake off, and came away. 

QIruh What tongueless blocks were theyl 
would they not speak? 

Will not the mayor then and his brethren come 7 
BudS;. The mayor is here at hand. Intend 
some fear; 

Be not you spoke with but by mighty suit : 

And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord : 
For on that^round I ’ll make a holy descant : 

And be not easily won to our requests ; 

Play the maid’s part still answer nay, and take it. 

dlou. 1 go ; am if you plead aa well for them 
As I can aay nay to thee for myself, 

Ko donbt we bring it to a happy issue, 
xzi. 


a 
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Buck, Go, go^ up' to the leads 1 the lord nukyor 
knocks. [Exit Olquosstss. ^ 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens. 

Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 

I think the auke will not be spoke withal. 

Enter from the Castle^ Catesby. 

Now, Catesby ! what aaya your lord to my request 1 
Calee, He doth entreat your grace, my noble 
lord, 

To visit him to-morrow or next day. • 

He IS within, with two right reverend fathers. 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 

And in no worldly suits would he be moved, 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Buck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 
duke : 

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen. 

In deep designs and matter of great moment, 

No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conii^ence with his grace. ^ 
CaXes, 1 *11 signify so much unto him straight. 

[Exit. 

Btick, Ah, ah 1 my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward, 

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 

But meditating with two deep divines ; 

Not deepmg, to engross his ime body, 

But praying, to enrich his watchful bovI. 

Happy were England, would this virtuous pxinoe 
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Take <m his oraoe the soTereignty thereof ; 

But^ sore, I tear, we shall not win him to it. 

Mw^, Marry, Qod defend his grace should say 
us nay t 

BmHu 1 fear he will. Here Catesby comts 
again. 

Ite-enter Catesbt. 

Now, Catesby, what says his srace? 

Chtes. He w'onders to what end you have 
assembled 

«^Such troops citizens to come to huh, 

His mrace not being warn’d thereof before : 
Myford, he fears yc^ mean no good to him. 

Buck, Sony I am my noble cousin should 
Suspect me tmit I mean no good to him : 

By neaven, we come to him in perfect love ; 
j^jid so once more return, and t^ his grace. 

r Catesby. 

When>holy and devout religious men 
'Are at their beadi, ’tis much to draw them 
thence; 

So sweet is zealous contemplation. 

SnUr Gloucester in a gallery ahovey between two 
Bishops. Catesby retume. 

M(vu, Seel where his grace stands ’tween two 
cierffvmgQ. 

Buck, Two props of virtue for a Christum 
prince, 

To stay him from the fall of vanity ; 

And, see, a book of prayer m his ha^ 
ornament to know a holycnao. 
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Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 

Lend favourable ear to our lequests, 

And pardon us the iuterru})tion 

Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal. 

Glou. My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I do beseech your grace to pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Dcferr’d the visitation of my friends. 

But, leaving tins, what is your grace’s pleasure ? 
Buck. Even that, I hope, wnich pleaseth God 
above. 

And all good men of this ungovern’d i^e. 

Glou. I do suajiect I have done some offence 
Tliat seems disgracious in the city’s eye ; ^ 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord, would it might 
please your grace 

On our entreaties to amend your fault. 

Glou. Eke wherefore breathe I in a Cliristiam 
land! 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you 
resign 

The supreme seat, the throne majcstical, 

The sceptred office of your ancestors. 

Your state of fortune and your due of birth. 

The Imeal glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock; 

Whiles, m the mildness of your sleepy IhoughtSi 
Whicli here we waken to our country’s good, - 
This noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defaced with scars of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble planta. 

And almost shoiudei^ in the swallowing gulf 
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Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure we heartily solicit 
Your gracious self to take on you the charge 
And kingly government of this your land , 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another’s gam , 

But as successively from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, youi cmpeiy, your own. 

For this, consorted v ith the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by tWr vehement instig itioif, 

In this just cause come I to nio\e yoiii grace. 

Glou, I cannot cell, it to de^^art m bileiice 
Or bitterly to speak in your repioof. 

Best fitteth my degree or your umdition ; 

If not to answci, you might haply think 
Tongue-tied ambition, not rtj)!} inp, yielded 
^To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

fondly jou would here impose on mej 
If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So season’d with your faitliful love to me, 

Then, on the other side, I check’d iny fricnda 
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid tlie hrst, 

And then, m speaking, not to incur the last, 
DelQnitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert 
Unmentable shuns your high request 
First, if all obstacles v^ ere cut away, 

And that my path w ere even to the crown^ 

As the npe revenue and due of birth. 

Yet BO much is my poverty of spirit^ 
mmhty and so many my Refects, 

That 1 would rather hide me from my greatness, 
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Being a bark to brook no mighty bqsl. 

Tlian in my greatness covet to be hia, 

And in the vapour of my glory smothered. 

But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me ; 
And much I need to help you, were there n^ ; 
The royal tree hath left us rojal fruit. 

Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time, 
Will well become the scat of majesty. 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign. 

On him I lay that you would lay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy ^tars ; 
Which God defend that I should wring from bin 
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience inyoi 

But ^e respects thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered 

You say that Edward is your brothei^s son: 

Bo Biy we too, but not by Edward’s wife ; 

For first was lie contiact to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow, 

And afterward by substitute lietrothed 
To Bona, sister to the Kmg of France. 

These both put off, a poor jKjtitioner, 

A care-crazed mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and di^^tressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton ^e, 
Seduced the pitch and height of hisAlegreo 
To base declension and loathed bigamy. 

her, in his unlaw'ful bed, he got 
This Edward, whom our minners call the priimc 
More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that^ for reverence to some aliv^ 
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Inve a sroriDg limit to my tongae. 

good my lord, take to yonr royal self 
. This proffer’d benefit of dignity ; 

If not to bless ii'^ and tlie land withal, 

Yet to draw forth your noble annestry 
From the corruption of abusing times, 

Unto a lineal tiue-denved course. 

May, Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat 
you. 

Bu^, Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d 
love. ^ • 

, Caiez, CTl make them joyful : grant their lawful 
suit. 

Gha. Alas 1 why would you heap this care on 
me? 

I am unfit for state and majesty : 

1 do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

,I cannot nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck If you refuse it, as in love and zeal, 

Lotli to depose the child, your brother’s son ; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart 
I And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, 

■Which we have noted m you to your kindred. 
And equally indeed to all estates ; 

Vet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, 

, Your brother’s son shall never reign our king ; 
But we will plant some other in the throne, 

To the di^race and downfall of your house ; 

And m this resolution here we leave yoiL 
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

[ExeuTii BuoKiNGHiiM cmd Citizens. 
Gates. Call him again, sweet prince ; accept their 
" suit: • 
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If you deny them, eM the land will rue it. 

Ulou. Will you enforce me to a world of carea? 
Call them a^m : I am not made of stone, 

But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 

[Exit Catzsbt. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. 

Re-enter Buckingham and the rest 

Cousin of Buckingliam, and sage, grave men, 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her l^rden, wbe*r I will or no, 

1 must have patience to endure the Id^ : 

But if black scandal or foul-faced reprdach 
Attend the sequel of your nnposition, 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof ; 

For God doth know, and you may partly see, < 
How far I am from the desire of this. 

May, Qod bless your grace ! we see it, and wi 3 | 
say It • 

Glou, In saying so you shall but say the truth* 
Bxiek, Then I salute you with this royal title : 
Lone live King Hichard, England’s worthy king 
Au. Amen. i 

Buck, To-morrow may it please you to he 
crown’d ? ] 

Olou. Even when you please, for you will hawel 
it so. ^ ^ 

Buck, To-morrow then we will attend yoorj 
grace: ' 

And so most joyfully we take our leave. ' 

Olou, VTo the Bishops.] Come, let us to our hiofy 
work agaiiL 
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Farewell, my cousin \ farewell, ^ntle friends. 

\Ewmi, 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. London, Before the Tower, 

Erder^ on one tide^ Queen Elizabeth, Duchess of 
York, and Marquess of Dorset ; on the other^ 
Anne, Duchess of Gloucester, leading Lady 
Margaret Plantaqenet, Clarence’s young 
daughter, ^ 

Duch. ^Tho meets us here ? my uiece Plantagenet, 
Led in the hand . t her kind aunt of Gloucester I 
Now, for my life, she ’s wand’nng to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love to greet the tender princca 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne, God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful tune of aav I 

JSlu, As much to you, gooa sister I whither 
away? 

Anne, No further than the Tower ; and, as 1 
guess, 

Upon the like devotion as yourselves, 

To natulate the gentle princes there. 

Q, Eltz, Kind sister, ^nks : we ’ll enter all to- 
V gether. 

Enter Bbakenburt. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. 
Master heutenon^ pray you, by your leave. 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York 7 

Brak, Right well, dear madamu By your 
patience, 
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I may not Buflfe^you to visit them : 

Tlie king hath strictly charged the contrary. 

Q Ehz. The king ! who ’s that 7 
Brak, I mean the lord protector, 

Q Eltz, The Lord protect him from that kingly 
title ! 

Hath he set bounds between their love and me ? 

1 am their mother ; M'ho shall bar me from them 9 
V'lich. I am their father’s mother ; I will see 
them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother : * 

Tlien bring me to their sights ; I ’ll bear thy blame 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

Brak No, madam, no ; I may not leave it so: 

1 am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[ExU. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan, Let me but meet you, ladies, one«hoar 
hence. 

And I ’ll salute your grace of York as mother, 

And reverend looker-on, of two fair queens. 

[To Anne ] Come, madam, you must straight to 
Westminster, 

There to be cro^vned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q. Ehz, Ah ! cut my lace asunder, * 

That my pent heart may have some scope to 
bea^ 

Or else 1 swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne, Deimiteful tidings I O ! unpleasing newa.^ 
Dor, Be of good cheer : mother, how fares your 
grace? 
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Q. Elist, 0 Dorset I speak nft to me, get thee 

DeatS^an^ destruction dog thee at thv heels ; 

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children. 

]f thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell ; 
Go, liie thee, hie tliee from this slaughter-house, 
Lek thou increase the num>)cr of the dead. 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse, 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madifliL * 

Take all tlie swif advantage of the hours ; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 

Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay, 

Duch. 0 ill-dispcrsing wind of misery ! 

O ! my accursed womb, the bed of death, 

* A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, 

"Whose una voided eye is murderous. 

Stall. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was 
sent. 

Anne, And I with all unwillingness will go. 

O 1 would to God that the inclusive verge » 

Of golden meUd that must round my brow 
Were red-hot steel to scar me to the brain. 
Anointed let me be w ith deadly venom ; 

And die,^re men can say, God save the queen t 
Q. Eltz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Anne, No! why? When he that is my husband 
now 

Game to me. as I follow’d Henry’s corse. 
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When scarce thS blood was well wash’d from hia 
hands, 

Which issued from my other angel husband, 

And tliat dear saint which then 1 weeping follow'd ; 
0 ’ when, I say, I look’d on Ricliarcrs face, 

This was my i/^ish : ‘Be thou,’ ouoth I, ‘accursed, 
For making me, so young, so old a widow 1 
And, when thou \teddbt, let sorrow haunt thy 
bed; 

And be thy wife, if any be so mad, 

Muii miaeiable by Uie life of thee 

Thciri thou liaSt made me by my dear lord’s death t* 

liO 1 ( re I can repeat this curse again, 

Within so small a time, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew capti\e to his honey words, 

And nroved the subject of mine own sours curse: 
Whicn hitherto hath held mine eyes from rest; 
For ne\er yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep. 

But with his timorous dieams was still awaksd. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick, 

And will, no doubt, shortly be nd of me 
Q Eitz Poor huirt, adieu ’ I pity thy com- 
plaimng. 

Aniie. No more than with my soul I mourn for 
yours. 

Dor, Farewell ’ thou woeful welcomer of glory. 
Anne, Adieu! poor soul, tliat takeat thy leave 
of it 

Dwch, [To Dorset 1 Go thou to lUchmond, and 
pxxl foitune guide thee 1 

[To AnnbI Go thou to Richard, and good angda 
tend t nee ! 
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XTo Queen Elizabeth.] Go thou tosanctuaiy, and 
good thoughts possess thee ! 

’I to my ^ave, where peace and rest lie with me 1 
Eighty oud years of sorrow have 1 seen. 

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a w'oek of tocn. 
Q, Eliz. Stay yet ; look back with me unto the 
Tower. 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender hahes 
\^om envy hath immured within your w'alls, 
Bough cradle for such little pretty ones ! 

Bude ragged nurse, old sullen playfellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well. 

So foolish Burrow bids your stones farewell. 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IT The Same. A Room of State. 

Flourish of trumpets Kicha ri>, in pompy crowned ; 
• Buckingham, Oatesby, a Page, arid others. 

K. Rich. Stand all ajiart Cousin of Bucking- 
ham ' 

Buck. My gracious sovereign I 
K, Rich, Give me thy liana. 

[He ascends the throne. 
Thus high, by thy advice 
And thy assistance, is King Ricliard seated . 

But shall we w'ear these giones for a day, 

Or shall thly last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck. StiU live they, and for ever let them last ! 
K. Rich. Ah I Buckingham, now do 1 play the 
touch. 

To try if thou be current gold Jndeed : 
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Young Edward li^ea: think now what 1 would 
speak. 

Bwck, Say on, my loving lord 

K, Rich, Why, Buckiiig^n, I say I would be 
king. 

Buck, Why, so you are, my thnce-renowned 
lord 

K. Rich, Hal am I king? T ijb ao , but Edward 
lives 

Buck True, noble prince. 

K, Rich O bitter consequence, 

That Edwaid 'BtiU should live 1 * TrUe, iioblo 
pnnte.* 

Cousin, thou ast not wont to be so dull 
Shall 1 be plain ? 1 wisli the bastards dead , 

And I would lia\e it suddenly pci formed. 

Wliat s,i)’bt thou now? speik suddenly, be brief. 

Buck Your grace may do your pleasure 

K. Ruh, Tut, tut 1 thou art all ice, th^ kindness 
freezeth. • 

Say, have 1 thy consent that they shall die ? 

Buck, Qive me some little brcatli, some pause, 
dear lord, 

Before I positively speak m this • 

I will resolve you herem presently. [Exit,. 

Coles, [Asuu] The king is angry : see, he gnaws 
his lip. 

K, Rick, {Descejids from hts throne ] I will oon* 
verse with iron-witted fools ^ 

And unr«jspective boys . none are for me 
That look mto me with considerate eyes. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumspect 
Boy ] 
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Po^ My lord! 

£'• Rick, Know’st thou not any whom corrupting 
gold 

Will tempt unto a close exploit of death 7 
Po^e. I know a discontented gentleman, 

Whose humble means match not his haughty 
^ spirit : 

Gold were as good as twenty orators, 

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

JT. Pick. What is his name 7 
Page. His name, my lord, is TvrreL 

K. Rich, f partly know the man f go, call lum 
hither. \Exii Page. 

The deep-rerolv in(? witty Buckingham 
No more shall be tne neighlxiur to my counsels. 
Hath he so long held out with me uutired. 

And stops he now iur breath ? well, be it so. 

• Enter Stanley. 

• 

How, now, Lord Stanley 1 what *8 the news! 

Stan. Know, my lovmg lord, 

The Marquess Dorset, as 1 hear, is fled 
To Richmond, m the paits where lie abides. 

JT. Rtek Come hither, Catcaby: rumour it 
abroad 

That Anne my wife is yery grievous sick ; 

1 will take order for her keeping close. 

Inqu ire mf out some mean poor gentleman, 
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence* daujghtor : 
The boy is foolish, and 1 fear not him. 

Look, how thou dream’st 1 I say a^in, mve out 
That Anne my queen is sick li&e to ue : 
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Abont it ; for it stc^nda me mucli upon 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me. 

fEmt Catxsbt. 

I must be married to my brother’s daughter, 

Or else my kingdom stands on brittle glass. 
Murder her brothers, and then marrjr her ! 
Uncertain way of gam 1 But 1 am m 
So far m blood that sin will pluck on sin : 

Tear fallmg pity dwells not m this eye 

Ee-enter Page, mth Tthrel. 

Is thy name Tyrrel ? 

Tyr James Tyrrel, and your most obedient 
subject 

K. Evch, Art thou, indeed 7 
Tyr, Pro\e me, my gracious lord. 

A, Etch Darest thou lesolve to kill a friend of 
mine? 

Tyr, Please you ; but I had rather kill two 
enemies. ^ 

K Etch Why, then thou hast it two deep 
enemies, 

Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers, 
Are they that I would iiave thee deal upon 
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower 
Tyr, Let me ha\ e open means U> come to them, 
And soon 1 ’ll rid you irom the fear of them 
K, Etch, Thou smg’st sweet music Ha^k, come 
hither, Tvrrel 

Oo, by this token . rise, and lend thine ear. 

[fVh%sper$. 

There is no more but so : say it is done, 
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And I will love thec» and prefer*tlicc for it. 

JV* I will dispatch It straight. [Exit, 

Be-enter Bucking 11 am. 

Buck. My lord, I have foiisidei’d 111 inv iniiid 
Tlie late mpiest that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. Well, let tliut n&t. Dux set is fled to 
Richmond 

Buck I hear the s, niv lord 
K. Rich. Stfinle}, he 13 3 our nmIc's son , wvll 
look imto It • 

Biich >ly loid, 1 claim the gift, rny due b}' 
})roini.se, 

For which your hoiiour and your faith h pawn’d ; 
The earldom of Herefoid aiui the nioveiihlea 
Which you have pioiiii'j<*il I slull j>oNrt<*s8. 

K. Rich. Staiile}’, look to your wife, if she 
convev 

Ijctters to Itichniond, you shall answer it. 

Bfick WTiat says your highneas to my just re- 
quest? 

K. Rich. I do remember me, Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy tliat Kicliinond should In; king, 
A\Tien Ricluiioiid wda a little peevish boy. 

A king 1 jxirhaj»8 — 

Buck. My lord 1 

K. Rich. How chance the prophet could not at 
that tKie 

Have told me., I being by, that 1 should kill him ? 
Buck. My lord, your promisetor the earldom, — 
K. Rich. Richmond I When last 1 was at Exeter, 
The mayor in courtesy shofv'd me the cattle, 

And call’d it Rougemuut . at winch name 1 started, 

XXI, A 
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Because a bard ot’ Ireland told me once 
I slioiild not live long after 1 saw BLclimoiidL 
Bu.ck. My lord 1 
K Rtch, Ay, what *8 o’clock ? 
liuik. I am thua bold to put your grace in mind 
Of what vou promised me. 

K, Ric)i, Well, but what *8 o’clock 1 
Buck. Upon the stroke of ten. 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike 
JJtick “Wliy let it strike ? 

K. Rich Because that, like a Jack, thou keep’st 
the stroke * 

Between thy begging and my meditation. 

1 am not in the giving vein to-d ly 
Luck, WTiy, then resolve me w hether you will 
or no. 

K, Rick, Thou troubU^^t me I am not in the 
vein [Exeunt King Kiciiahd and Tram. 
Jhuk And is It thus 1 rej» i\ ^ he my dee[) servia* 
With sucli oonUuiijit V niade I him king for thisl 
O ! let me think on Hastings, ami be gone 
To Breeknook, while my feaiful head is on. [Exit, 

Scene HI. The Same. 

Enter T\hkll. 

Tyr. The tjTannous and bloody act is done; 
The most arch deed of piteous ni.issacre 
Tluit ever yet this land was gin It v of. ** 

Uighton and Forrest, whom I dul suborn 
To do this piece of Tutliless butchery, 

Allx^it they w-ere flesh'd villains, bloody dogSi 
Melted with tenderness and mild compawon, 
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Wept like to children m their deJth’fl sad story. 

‘ Oh ! .thus,* quoth D^hton, * lay the gentle babes ; * 
‘ Thus, thus,’ mioth Forreht, ‘ girdling one another 
Within their aiah/ister innocent arms : 

Their lips were four red roses on n stalk, 

And in their suiiiiiier Inwauty kiss’d each other. 

A book of pra} er^ on their pillow lay ; 

Winch once,’ quoth Foriest, * almost changed mj 
mind ; 

But O ! the devil* — there the villain stoitp’d ; 
When Dightou thus told on ‘We Binothered 
Tlie most n^lenished ^weet work of miturc. 

That from the ptime cre>atiou e’er she framed.* 
Hence both are gon \/itli conscience and remorse ; 
Tliey could not speak , and so I left tliem both, 
To bear tlus tiduigs to the bloody kuig 

Lidcr King KiciiAUD. 

And here he comes All health, my sovereign 
Igrd ’ 

K, RvlK, Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news? 
Tyr. If to liave done the thing you gave in 
cliarge 

Beget your happmesB, be happy then, 

For It IB done. 

A. R'ixh,. But didst thou see them dead? 

I did, my lord. 

1C. iii^h And buned, gentle Tyrrel t 

Tyr. Thd^chaplain of the Tower bath buried 
them; 

But when', tri say the truth, 1 do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after* 
supper, 
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When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Meantime, but think how 1 may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell till then 

Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit. • 

K. Rich, Tlie son of Clarence liave I pent up 
close; 

Ilia daughter meanly have I match’d m marriage ; 
The sons of Eld ward sleep in Abraham’s bosom, 

And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night 
Now, for I know the Breton Richmond aims 
At young Efizal^eth, my brother’s daiighter, 

And, by that knot, Icxiks proudl/on the crown, 

To her go 1 a jolly tliriving wooer. 

Enter Catesuy. 

Cates My lord 1 

K Rick GckxI or bad news, that thou comest m 
80 bluntly ? 

Gates Bad news, my luid . Morton is Hed to 
Richmond ; 

And Buckmghani, back'd with the hardy Weldi- 
men. 

Is in the field, and .still his power mcreaseth. 

K. Rich, Elly with Richmond troubles me more 
near 

Than Buckingham and his m.^^li-levied strength. 
Come ; I liave leam’d tliat fearful coijimenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-paced b^gary : 

Then fiery expedition be my wine, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king. 

Qp^ muster men ^ my counsel is my shield ; 
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We must be brief when traitors bftive the field. 

[Kxewnt. 

Scene IV. The Flame Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Maugaret. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity liegms to mellow 
And drop into the rotten rm>ut]i of fhvitli. 

Here in these confines shly liave 1 lurk d 
To watch the waning of mine enemies. 

A dire induction am 1 witneits to, ^ 

And will to Trance, hoping tlie consequence 
Will prove as latter, bhiek, and tragioil. 

Wilhuraw thee, mi etched Margaret who cornea 
here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and the Duchess of 
York. 

• Q. Eliz Ah ' my jj^’Kir princes, ah I rny tender 

My mxblowTi flowers, nevr-nppearing sw'ei ts, 

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air 
And be not fix’d in doom jxjqKjtual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 

And hear your mother’s lamentation. 

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for 
right 

Hath dimn>^ your infant mom to aged night 
Z>ucA So many misenes have cra^ my voice, 
That my woe-weaned tongue is still and mute. 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet ; 
Edward for Edward pays a dyiag debt. 
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Q. Eliz, Witt^-liou, 0 OoJ ! fly from such gientle 
lambs, 

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 
AVhen didst thou sleep when such a deed was 
done ? 

Q, Mar, When hoi)’ Fl-irry du'd, and my sweet 
son. 

DwcA Dead life, blind sight, poor mortvl living 
ghost, 

Woe’s scene, world’s shame^ grave’s due by luo 
uflur]iVl„ 

Brief abstract and record of tedious da^T?, 

Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth, 

\ Sitting Joxm, 

Unlawfully made dnink "with innocent blood ! 

Q. Eliz. Ah ! that thou would^t as 8iX)ii atlord 
a giavo 

-Vs thou canst yield a mdani holy «toat ; 

'Flien would I lude my bones, not .cst them herfe. 
Ah 1 \\ho hath any cause to moum hut we Y 

[Sitting down by her, 

Q. Mar If ancient sorrow be most reverend, 
Give mine the bene tit of S4miory, 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. 

If sorrow can admit society, 

[Sitting down with them. 
Tell o’er your woes agaui by viewing mine: 

I had an "Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 

I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him ; 

Thou had’st an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; 
Thou had'st a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 
Dnch, I had a Richard too, and tnou didst kill 
him ; ** 
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I had a RutlaTid too, thon holp*rfl to kill him. 

0 ilfrtr. Thou hodst a Clarence too, and Richard 
killd him. 

Pmui to; til the kemud of thv womb hath crept 
' 1 , 11 hound that <]oth hunt us all to dwith: 
ihiit had liH teeth K^ore his eyes, 

To ^vorrv lamh'^ ami la]> their gentle blood, 

'Mu> iiLluii of (1 (mIV haiuliwcak, 

TI 'T ex. llont grand tyrant of the eailh, 
r '• i .i-j in galhd e\es of weeping Koids, 

T;ij. \A/)iiib kt to rhase us to ^ur giavcs, 

* ) ija iglil, ju-t, ami true-dispobing (jf> 1, 

L ’o 1 tl'-aii]. ih^‘<* that tins carn.il cur 
pT i» , ivysii. ,,i his mothei's lx»dy, 

'» me- lieT pew-hllow With otlioiB moan, 

V , ’ li.iiiNs Wife, timmph not in my 

G( . 1 '““ ''oh TiK, 1 I'ave wept for thmo. 

• ^ ih.u "iih me, I am liungi} for re- 

And now / cloy me witli KhoMiiig :t 
Thy Ed'vanl he ’«* dead, that kill’d m\ Edward ; 
Thy other I^U\aid (hj;vi, to quit my Ldwanl , 
Youn^ Voik lu m ran boot, Im.tIi they 

Match n(»t the lii^^h ihi lection (»i m\ loss* 

Thy Clarence he i- ‘Ovid that Nt,ibbd my Ed w aid ; 
Aud the beholder's of this trantic pi iv, 

Tlie adulterate Ikt-tings, Rivers \kauglian. Grey, 
Untimdy smother d in their dusky graves, 
Richard yet lues, htll’s black intelligencer, 

Only reser\''d their factor, to huj' souls 
Ana .%nd them thither; but at Iiand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpitigd end . 
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Earlli pjape^, h<*ll ISums, fiendfl roar, faints pray, 
To liave nirii suddenly convey’d 4rom hence. 
Cancel his bond of dear God : I pray, 

That I may live and say, The do*^ is dead. 

Q. Eliz. 0 1 thou didst prophecy the time would 
conic 

Tliat I Bhoidil wish for thee to help me cnrao 
Tliat liottled spider, that loul bniK IdtfK k’d toad. 

Q. Mar 1 chill’d tlicc then vam llouri.di of my 
fortune : 

I call’d Ihee then poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The preyintation of but wliat 1 was, 

The nattering index ot a direful pageant ; 

One heaved o’ high, to be hurl'd uown Ixdow' ; 

A mother only mock’d with two fair bal)es ; 

A dream ol wliat thou wast, a breath, a bubble, 

A sign of dignity, a gari'^h flag 

To lie the aim ot every dangcuous shot; 

A queen in jast, only to till the sc^»ne 
Where is thy husband nf>w ? where be thy 
brothel s t 

IVliere l>e thv two «son«i'^ u hen* in d"4 thou joy ? 
Who sues and kneels and says ‘ G^xl save the 
queen ’ ? 

"Wliere l>e the bending |X‘er« tiuit flatter’d thee? 
Where Ixj the tliiongii'g troops that follow’d 
thee ? 

Decline all tlii.s and see \^hat now thou i^rt: 

For happy \\ ite, a most distiessed widow' ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For one Ijeing sued to, one tliat humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care ; 

For sne tliat sconi’cb at me, now scorn’d of me; 
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For she being fear’d of all, now ftaring one ; 

For she coniiiianding all, ol)t*y’d of noiu\ 

Thus liath the course of justice whirl’d about. 

And loft thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 
To torture thee the more, Injing wh/it tliou art 
Thou didst iLsurp my place*, and dost thou not 
Usurp the ju^'t juoportion of mv soirow ’i 
Now thy j»roud neck lx>ar8 lialf rny burden’d 
yoke ; 

From which even here I slip my weaned head, 
And leave flie burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s w>b*, and nue< n of Kid mischanc**: 
These Eiiglihh woes feliall make me smile in 
Fran<^. 

Q, Ehz 0 thou, well skill’d in curses, t^lay 
ai^hilc, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies 
• y. Mar, Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the 
; 

Compare dea<l haj^piness with living woe ; 

Think that thv b<ilK*.s were laiier than they were. 
And he that slew them touler tlian he is : 
Bettering thy loss, lUrikes the liad causer worse 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

0. Ehz My w'oids are dull ; 0 ! quicken them 
with thine. 

Q, Mar^^ Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. [Exit. 

Duck. Why should calamity be full of words ? 
Q. Eliz, Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys. 

Poor breathing orators of miscMes I 
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Let them have* scope : though what they do 
impart 

Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart, 
VucK If 80 , then be not tongue- tied : go with 
me, 

And in the breath of I itter words let *8 smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d. 

[A tTwrrvpet heard. 

The trumpet sounds : be copious m exclaims. 
Enter King Richard and his Tram, marching, 

K. Rith. W ho intercepts me in my expedition ? 
Diuh, 0 ! she that might have intercepted thee 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 

From all the slaughters, uictch, that thou hast 
done. 

Q, Ehz Ilidcst them that forehead with a golden 
crown, 

Wlierc should be braiuh vl, if th it right were right, 
The slaughter of the prince that owed that ciViwn, 
And the <iuv death ot my ])oor sons and brothers] 
Tell me, thou villain slave, where are my children] 
Dxvch, Thou toatl, thou toad, where is thy 
brother Clarence, 

And little Ned Plantagcnet, his son] 

Q Ehz, Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Grey ? 

Buch. Where IS kind Hastings] . , 

K, Rich. A flourish, tnimjiets ) strike alarum, 
drums 1 

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord’s anointed. Stnk^ 1 say * 

•a [FlouTish, AlaruiM, 
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Either be patient, and entreat lile fair, 

Or with the clamoroiiB report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duck, Art thou rny son ? 

K. Rich. Ay, I tluink God, my father, and 
yourst'lf 

Duch. 'I'hen patiently liear my impatience. 

K. Ruh. Madam, 1 have a touch ot your condi- 
tion. 

That cminot hrcKik the accent of reproof. 

Diich. 0 1 let me npenk 

K. Rxcit. Do then ; T)iil I ’ll not hear. 
Duch. I mild and gentle in rny wofiIm. 

K. Rich, Anti hiief, good mother ; tor I am m 
haste, 

Dxich. Art thou so ha4yl I liave stay’d for 
thee, 

God kn^^\^^, in tormc nt and in agony. 

K, Rich. And came I not at la.-t to comfort 
• y(»u ? 

Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it 
welL 

Thou earnest on earth to make the earth ray hell. 
A grievous harden was thy birth Vo me ; 

Tetchy and wa\'^vai(l was thy infancy ; 

Thy school-days frightful, desjKJiaUi, wild and 
furious ; 

Thy pr\jne of manhood daring, Vdd and ven- 
turous ; 

Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody. 
More mild, but vet more harmful, kmd in hatred: 
What comfortable hour canst thou name 
That ever graced me with thy^company ? 
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K,Rich. Faith/ none, bnt Humphrey Hour, 
that caird your grace 
To breakfast once forth of my company. 

If I be BO disgracioiis in your eye, 

liOt me march on, and not offend you, madam. 

Strike up the dnun. 

Duch, T pritliee, hear me speak 

K Rich. You speak too bitterlv 
Duch. Hear me a word ; 

For I shall never speak to thee agauL 
K. Rich So » 

Duch. Eithe? thou wilt die by (Sod’s just 
ordinance, 

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror. 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish 
And never more behold tliy face again. 

Tlicnjfore take with thee my most grievous curse; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st ! 
My prayers on the adverse party fight ; 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
Wliisiier the spirita of thine enemies 
And promise them success and victory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 

Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend. 

Q, Eliz. Tliough far more cause, yet much leas 
spirit to curse 

Abides m me ' I say amen to her. " [Going. 
K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must talk a wora 
with you. 

Q. Eliz. I have no more sons of the royal blood 
For thee to daughter : for my daughters, Richard, 
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They shall be praving ntmis weeping queens ; 

And therefore level not to hit their lives. 

K, Rich. You have a daughter call’d Elizabeth, 

Virtuous and fair, royal and giMcioiis. 

Q. Eliz. And inubl she die for this 7 O 1 left 
her live, 

And 1 ’ll cornipt her manners, stain her lieauty ; 

Slander mysill as talsc to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over lier the veil of iiitamy . 

So she may live unscarr’d c»t bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edwaid’s aaughtcr. 

K, Wrong not her birl}i«( she is a loyal 
princess. 

Q. Eliz 1 o s V ' lior life, I '11 aiy she w not so. 

K. Rich, Her life is safest only in her birtlu 

Q. Ehz And only m that safety died her 
brothel a. 

K. Rich Lo ! at their biiLli good stars \iere 
opposite. 

• Q, Eliz. Ko, to iheir lives ill fi lends were con- 
trary, 

K, Rveh. All uiiavuided is the doom of destiny. 

Q. Ehz. True, >\hen avoided grace makes 
destmy. 

My babes were destin’d to a fairer death, , 

If grace liad bless’d thee w^ith a fairer life. 

A. RvcK You 8j>eak as if that 1 hod slam my 
cousins. 

Q. ffliz. Cousms, mdeed ; and by their uncle 
cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kmdred, freedom, life. 

Whose hand soever lanced their tender hearts. 

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 
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No doubt the TnTii;dcroud knife was dull and blunt 
Till It wcos whi^.tted on thy stone^hard hearty 
To revel in the entrails oi my lambs, 
hut that still use of {riief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy eais not name my boys 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes, 
And I, in such a desf»erate bay of death, 

Inke a poor hark, ot h;iils and tackling reft, 

Kush all to jneces on thy rocky Ik)Suiii. 

K Kick. Madam, so thrive i m my entei prise 
And dangerous success ot bloody wai's, 

As I intend iinte gfKxl to you and yoiirs^ 

Tliau evei \on or youis l)y me were harm’d. 

Q Khz NVhat g(xxl is cover’d with the lace of 
hea\eii, 

To Ihj discover’d, tliat can do me good ? 

K, Rich. The ad\auctmcnt of your children, 
g* 'Title lady. 

Q khz Up to some suillold, there to lose their 
liivki'* ? 

K. Rich Unto tlie (liiaiit\ and hei|j;ht of fortune, 
The lugh ijnjH*ri;il t) pe of tins eartJis glory 

Q KI% 2 . Flaltor my sorrow with report of it, 
^\*11 me what slate, wliat dignity, wliat liouour, 
Caiist thou demise to any chdd of mine ? 

K. Rich, Even all 1 have ; a^', and self and 
all, ^ 

AVill 1 \Mthal endow a child of thine; 

J^o in tlie Lethe of thy angry soul ' • 

I'hou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs 
'VVluch thou siipjKJsest 1 liave done to thee. 

Q Eltz, Be Diief, lest that the x>toccs 8 of thy 
kindness 
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Last lougr^r telling than thy kinc^ieas' date. 

K, Hick, Then know, tlxat from my aoul 1 love 
tliv daughter. 

Q Elxz. My daughtei’b motlier thinks it with 
her soul 

K Huh. Wlmt do \ ou think ? 

Q, Khz, That thou dost love my dauglitcr from 
tliy soul . 

So iiom thy soul's love didst thou love her 
brothers ; 

And Iroin my hwiit’s love 1 do thank tlice for it. 

K. Jiich% Be not BO liasty to ^uniouud my 

lu&miiig : 

I mean, that with soul I love thy daughter, 

And do intend to make hex Queen ot Kngiand. 

Q. ELiz. Well then, vilio dust thou mean sliall 
be her king ? 

K, liuJi Even he that makes her queen : who 
« cbMi should be ? 

(J, Eliz. Whal I thou 1 

K. Huh. E\ui so how think you of ill 
Eliz llovv caiifit thou woo her? 

K. liich. Tliat I would learn of you, 

As one being best acquaintt'd with her humour 

Q. Eltz. And w^ilt ibuii lenrn of me ? 

K. Ruh. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. Ehz. Send to hex, by the man tliat slew her 
orothera, 

A pair cC bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 

Edward and York ; then haply will slie weep ; 

Therefore present to her, as Hometime Margaret 

Did to thy father, steep’d lu Rutland’s blo^ 

A handkerchief, which, say to her, did dram 
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The purple sap fpom her sweet brothers* body. 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withaL 
If this inducxinient move her not to love, 

Send her a letter of tliy iioide deeds ; 

Tell her thou madest awav her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers , ay, and for her sake, 

Madest quick conveyance with her good aunt 
Anne 

K Huh. You mock me, madam , tlii;» ia not the 
way 

To win your daughter. 

Q Eliz. •• There is no oth r way 

Unless thou could’st put on some other shape, 

And ii<»t be Richard tliat hath done all thift 

K. Rich. Say that I did all this for love of her? 
Q Khz. Nay, then indeed she cannot chcKisc but 
hate thee, 

Having bought love wuth such a bloody spoil. 

K. Huh J/ook, what is done cannot be now 
amended ■ 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent 
If I did take the kingilom trom your sons, 

To make amends I *11 give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your w'oinb, 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine LSRue of your blocxl upon your daughter: 

A grandom’s name is little less in love 
Than is the doting title of a mother ; 

They are as children but one step below, 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain, save for a night of groans 
Endured ot her, for whom jou bid Ue sorrow. 
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Your children were vexation to5^our youth, 

But mine filiall be a com tort to your a^c. 

The loss you have is but a son Ix'ing king, 

And by tiiat loss your daiigliter is iiuitio queen. 

I cannot make you what ainenda I would, 
Therefore accept aiicli kindnejM as I can 
Dorset your sou, tliat witli a fearful soul 
Leads discontented st4.‘j>s in foreign soil, 

This fair alliaiK i* quickly *«hall Ciill home 
To high promotions and great dignity . 

The ting, that calls your bc,iUttous daughter 
wife, • 

Familiarly shall call thy Dorset brother ; 

Again shall you b Mother to a king, 

And all the ruins of di^tresslul times 
Repair’d vith double in lies of cont^Mit 
What I we have many g(wKlly days to s(jc : 

The liquid drops ot tears that you have shed 
%Shall conic agiin, transform’d to orient jn^ail, 
Adwintaging their loan viith interest 
Of ten times double gam of happiness. 

Go then, niv ni< ther , to thy daughter go : 

Make bold \wi ba.3liful yeara u itli your xj>ericnce; 
Prepare her cars to hear a wixjei's tile ; 

Put in her tender hear t the asjiiring flame 
Of golden sovereignty; acquaint iJie princess 
With the sweet silent houis of marriage jojs : 

And 'when this arm of mine lialh ch.isti.std 
The pettj' re W, dull- brain d Buckingham, 

Bound with tnuinplirint garlands will I come. 

And lead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed ; 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole victress, (g^iesar's Cois&r. 

XZI. % 
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C. Eliz, What'^ere I best to say ? her fathez's 
brother 

Would be her lord ? or shall I say her uncle 1 
Or he that slew her brothers and her uncles ? 
Under what title sliall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and her lovo. 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this 
alliance. 

Q. Ehz. \\luch she shall purchase with still 
lasting uar. 

K. Rich. 'loll her, the king, tliatmaj command, 
entreats 

0. Ehz. That at her hands which the kings* 
King forbids. 

K. Rm. Say she shall l>e a high and mighty 
(luecn 

Q Ehz, To wail the title, at* her mother doth. 

K. Rich Say I will love her everlaBtingly. 

Q. Ehz. But how long slioU tliat title * ever * 
last? 

K. Rich Sw'cetly m force unto her fair life’s end. 

Q. Eliz But how long fairly shall her sweet 
life last ? 

K. Ru'h. As long as heaven and nature 
lengthens it 

Q. Ehz. As long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say I, her sovereign, am her subject 
low. ' 

Q. Ehz. But she, your subject, loathes such 
sovereimity. 

E. Rich, Be'eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. Ehz. Ail honest tale speak best being plainly 
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told. 

K, Rich, Then plainly to her tell my loving tale. 

Q. Klig. Flam and not honest is too harsh a 
style. 

K, Rich, Your reasons are too shallow and too 
(mick. 

Q. Rite, 0 , no ^ my rcasoTis are too deep and 
dead ; 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in tluMr graves. 

jBT. Rich. Harp not on that btring, madam ; that 
is past 

Q. Rite, ^arp on it still bhall I 
break. 


tifl hoailfttrinsB 


K. Rich, Now, my George, iny garter, luid 


im’ crown, — 

Q. Ehz, Profaned, dishonoured, and the third 
usurp’d. 

K, Rich, I swear — 


* Q, Ehz, By nothing ; for this is no oath. 

Thy*Geoigc, profaned, kith lost hia holy hnnoui ; 
Thy garter, bleinish’d, jiawn^d hw knightly virtue ; 
Thy crown, usurp’d, disgraced lus kingly glory. 

If something thou wuiihl’st swear to Ije believed, 
Swear then by soinething that thou hast not 
wrong’d. 

K. Rich, Now, by the world, — 

Q, Ehz. ’T 18 full of thy foul wrongs, 

K. HicL My father’s death, — 

^ Eliz, Thy life bath it dishonoui-’d, 

K, Rich, Then, by my belt, — 

Q, Ehz, Thyself is seli-misused. 

K, Rich. Why then, by Goa, — 

Q. Ehz. God’s wrong is most oi alL 
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If thou hadst foaPd to break an oath by him, 

The unity the king my huslmid made 
Thou hadst not broken, nor my brothers died ; 

If thou hadst fear’d to break an (kith by him, 

The imperial iih hil, circling now thy head, 

Had graced the tender temples of my chihl, 

And Ixith the princes lud iMieii breathing hero. 
Which now, two tender bedfellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith Lath made the jiiey for 
worms. 

What canst thou swear by now ? 

K Rich. The tilne to cx>me. 

Q. Eltz. Tliat thou hast wronged m tlie time 
o’erpast ; 

For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time for tune ikist wnmg’d by thee. 

The children live, whose lathers thou hast 
slanglitoi’d, 

Ungoveru’d youth, to wail it in their age 
The parents live, \vhobC cliilJieu tL»u-*lgp»t 
butcher’d, 

Old liarreu plants, to wail it with their ag»». 

Swear not by time to come ; for tLit thou hast 
Misused ere um'd, by times ill-used oer[>a6t. 

K Rich. As I intend to prosper, and repent, 

So thrive I in my daii^Tous affairs 
Of hostile arms ^ myself myself confound ! 

Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ! 

Day, yield me not thy light ; nor, Light, thy 
rest ! 

Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with dear hearts’ love, 
Immaciilate devotion, holy thoughts, 
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I tender not thy beauteous princffly daughter I 
In her consists my happiness and thine ; 

Witlu)ut her, follows to myself, and thee, 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul^ 
Death, desolation, ruin, ana dt^cay . 

It cannot be avoided but by thu ; 

It will not be avoided but by tins. 

Therefore, dear mother, I iniLst c«all you so, 

Be the attorney of niy love U) her 

Plead what I will be, not wliat I liavc Ixicn ; 

Not my dijjeite, but wliat 1 will disc^pve . 

Urgetue npcessitv and slate of tunes, 

And be n(»t tM>evihh-fond m gre.it dchigna. 

Q. Ehz Snail 1 ttmintefl of the ue\il thus? 
K. Rich. Ay, if the de> il teinjit thee to do 
pood. 

Q Ehz Shall 1 forget myself to be myself ? 

K Riih Ay, if youi seifs remembrance wrong 
yourself. 

C* Ehz Yet thou didst kill my children. 

K. Rich. But m youi daug]iU*r’s womb I bury 
them . 

Where, in that nest of spicery, they will breed 
Selves of themselves to your recomforture. 

Q. Ehz Sliall I go win my daughter to thy 
will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mrither by the 
dee^ 

Q Ehz. I W rite to me very shortly, 

And yf>u a ill understand from me her mind. 

K. Rtck, Bear her my true love's kiss ; and so 
farewell ' [ExU Queen EuzaBSTBL 

Belentmg fool, and shallow changing woman ! 
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Erder Batclutf ; CKTWSt foUowing. 

How now 1 what news ? 

Rat, Most mighty soTereign, on the western 
coast 

Kuleth a puissant navy ; to our shores 

Tlirong many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 

Unarm’d, and unresolved to lieat them back. 

’T 18 tliouglit th/it Richmond is their admiral ; 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 

Ol Buckinglu»’u to welcome them ashorji 

K Rich Some light-foot friend post to the 
Duke of Norfolk . 

Ritcliff, thvsclf, or Catesby ; where la he ? 

CaleB Hero, my g(K>l lord. 

K. Rich Cate.sbv, fly to the duke. 

Cato, I will, my lord, w’lth all convenient 
luvate. 

K. Rich, Ratcliff, come hither. Post to Salis- 
bury 

When thou cornest thither, — [To Catesby.] 
Dull, unmindful villain, 

"Wh} stay ‘<t thou here, and go’st not to the duke ? 

CaUs First, mighty liege, tell me your high- 
ness’ jileasure. 

What from your grace I Fuall deliver to him. 

K, Rich. O ! true, gtiou Cateaby : bid him levy 
straight 

The greatest stren/rth and power he can znake, 

And meet me sudaenly at Salisbury. 

Cates. 1 go. [Exit. 

Rat. Wliat, may it please you, shall I do at 
Salisbury 1 
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K, iJicfc. Wliy, what would ak tliou do tlicre 
before I go ? 

Hat. Your higlmcss told me I eliould post 
before. 

E)\Xct Stanlky 

K Rich, My mind is cliang^'d. SUnley, what 
news with you ? 

Stan None go(xl, my lifigc, to please you iiuth 
the hearing ; 

^ Nor none so lj.id but well may l>e rtmorted 

K Rtchf Heyday, a riddle • iieitner gcKxl nor 
bad ? 

W^iat need’bt thou nin so many miles about, 

When thou m ly’st Udl thy tile tlic nearest way ? 

Once more, u h.it news ? 

Stan Richmond ih on the sejas. 

K Rich Tliore let him sink, and Ini the flt'as on 
• him ! 

Wlute-livei^d runagate 1 uhat doth he there ? 

Stan, I know not, mighty sovereign, but 
gueas 

K. Rich. Well, as yon guess ? 

Stan Stirr’d uj) by Di»rHet, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 

He makes for England, hero to claim the crown 

K. Rich Is the chair empty ? ls the sword un- 
swayed ? 

Is the Mig dead 1 the empire unpossessed ? 

What heir of York is there alive but we ? 

And who is Englaud’s kmg but great York’s 
heir ? 

Then, tell me, wliat makes he upon the seas ? 
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Sian. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

K, Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege, 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman cornea, 
'rhou w lit revolt and fly to him I fear. 

Stan. No, my good lord ; tlierefore mistrust me 
not 

K Rich Yliere is tliv power then to beat him 
back? 

Al’here be thy temanta and thy followers ? 

Ai(‘ they not now upon the western shore, 
Safe-conductiVig the rebels from their slfApa ? 

Stan No, my good loid, my friends are in the 
north. 

K Rich. Cold friends to me. what do they iii 
tlie north 

AMieii they should serve their su\t‘ieign m the 

WX*3t ? 

St<m Tlicy ha\e m^t been coiiinianded, mighty 
king 

Pleascth your m.ijesl\ to give me leave, 

1 ’ll muster up my li lends, and meet your grace 
l\'hero and wdiat tune your nmj«‘8ty shall juease. 

K 2\ich Ay, a\, thou would st be gone to join 
w ith Kichmoud 
13ut 1 Ti not trust thee. 

Stan. Most mighty sovereign, 

You liave no cause to hold my friendship doubt- 
ful. 

1 never was nor never will be false. 

K Rich Go tlioii and muster men: but leave 
behind 

Your son, Georgi' Stanley : look your heart be 
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firm, ^ 

Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Btan, So deal witli him as I prove true to you. 

(ExU. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess, My gracious sovereign, now in Devonshm*, 
As I by friends am well adveilLwcl, 

Sir Edwaid Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 
Bishop of Exeter, hia elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms 
• • 
i Mr another Messenger. 

Second Mess In Kent, iiiy liege, the Guildfords 
are in anus , 

And every hour more competitors 

Flock to the reljels, and tlicir power grows strong. 

• Erilcr a third Messe nger. 

Third Mm, My lord, the army of great Bucking- 
ham — • 

K. Itich Out on ye, owls ! nothing but songs 
of death 1 [7/e stnka him. 

Tlicre, take thou tliat, till thou bring bettei news. 

Third Mess. The news I have to tell youi majtisty 
la, that by sudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckii^liam’s army is dispers’d and scatter’d ; 

And he himself wander’d away alone, 

Ko man knows whither. 

K, Rich. I cry thee mercy ; 

There It my purse to cure that blow of thine. 
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HatTi any well-ad^jiaed friend proclaim’d 
Reward to him that brm^ the traitor in 7 

mrd Mess. Such procLaniation hath been xxiade, 
my licgG. 

Enter a fourth Messenger. 

Fourth Mtiss Sir Thomas Level and Lord Mar- 
quess Dorset, 

’T IS said, my lioge, in Yorkshire are in arms . 

But tins good comfort bring I to yonr highness, 
The Breton nevy is dispersed by tempes^. 
Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent out a ooat 
ITnto the shore to a.sk those on the banks 
li they were his assistants, yea or no ; 

Who answer’d him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon Ills party . he, mTistrusting them, 

Ilois’d sail and made away for Brittany. 

K. Rich. M.vrch on, march on, since we ore up 
in arms ; 

If not to fight with foreign enemies. 

Yet to beat down the.se lelicls here at home. 

Re-enter C-^TESBr. 

Cedes. My liege, the Duke of Buckingham is 
taken; 

Tliat IS the best news : that the Earl of Richmond 
Is with a mighty power lauded at Milford ( 

Is colder news, but yet they must be told. 

K. Rick. Away towards Salisbury I while we 
reason here 

A royal battle micht be won and lost 
Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
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To Salisbary ; ibe rest march with me. 

[Flouruh, Exeunt, 


Scene V. The Same, A Room in Lord 
Stanley’s House. 

Enter Stanley and Sir CuRiSTOPnKU Urswtck. 

Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from 
me : 

That m sty of the most bloody 

My son Geoige SUiuley is fiankM up m hold; 

If I revolt, off young George’s head ; 

The fear of that holds off my pnaent aid. 

So, get thee gone • commend me to thy lord. 
Withal, say, that the fpieen liath heartily consented 
He should epj»ou«- Eluraln'th her daughter. 

But, tell me, whore is princely Riclunond now? 
Cliris. At Poinbroke or at Ha’rford-west, in 
• Wales 

Stan. Wliat men of name resoii to him ? 

Chru. Sir Walter Ilerlxirt, a renowned soldier, 
Sir Gilbert Talbot, Sir Wdliam Stanley, 

Oxford, redouftol I’embroke, Sir James Blunt, ‘ 
And Rice ap Tlionias, with a valiant crew ; 

And many other of great name and worth : 

And towards London do they bend their power, 

If by way tliey be not fought withal. 

S^an. Well, liie thee to thy lord ; I kiss his 
kuid ; 

These letters wiU resolve him of my mind. 
Farewell. [Exeunt^ 
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Scene I. Salisbury. An open Place. 

Enter the ShenfF and Guard, with Buckingham, 
ltd to execution. 

Buck. Will not King Richard 1 t me speak with 
him ? 

i^her. No, my good lord ; tlierefore be patient. 
Buck. Hastings, and Edwaixi’s childi-en, Grey, 
an<i Rivers, 

Holy King Ilanry, and thy fair son Ed\^ard, 
Vaiiglian, and all that have miscarried 
Bv underhand corrupted foul injustice, 

If that your mood}’’ discontented souls 
Do through the clouds behold this present hour, 
Even for re\eiige mock my destruction I 
This 18 All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not? 

Shcr. It 13, my lord. 

Buck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s 
doomsday. 

This ib the day that, in King Ed\^ard’s time, 

I wish’d might fall on me, when 1 was found 
False to his children or his wife’s allies ; 

This lb the day wherein I wish’d to fall 
By the false faith of him whom most I trusted ; 
This, this All-Souls day to my fearful soul 
Is tlie determined respite of my wrongs. 

That high All -Seer wduch I diillied with ' 

Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head, 

And given in earnest w'hat I begg’d in jest. 

Thus doth He force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters’ bosoms : 
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Thtis Margaret’s curse falls hea©r on my neck : 
‘When he,* quoth die, ‘shall s^it thy heait with* 
sorrow, 

Remember Margaret was a ])ri>phiit-<\‘w.’ 

Come, lead me, offi eel's, to the block oi diame ; 
Wrong Lath but wiong, and blame the* duo of 
blame. [Exeunt, 

Scene II. A Plain near Tamworfh, 

Entefy with drum and colourSy Richmond, Oxfoud, 
Sir JAjiES Blunt, Sir Walter 41i:uiikut, and 
otherSj unih Korte-n, marclung. 

Rickm, Fellows m arms, and my mobt loving 
friends, 

Bruiml ini(l('in(‘alh the }oko of tyninny. 

Thus far into the Ixnvels of the Liiid 
Have we infiithM on without iinptdnupnt* 

And here lecene we from our falliiU’ Sunley 
Liies of fair comfort and eiieouragenient. 

The wretched, blcHxiy, and umiiping boar, 

That spoil d your summer field.-> and fruitful 
vines, 

Swills your warm blood like w;isli, and makes 
his trough 

In your emlxjweH’d bo.soins, tins hml s'ajii * 

Lies now even in tlie centre of thi-i jsIp, 

Near the town of Leicester, as we leani : 
FromTamworth thither is tut one da^’s march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perwtual peace 
By this one bloody trial 01 sliarp war. 
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Oxf. Ever^ map’s conscience is a thousand men, 

*To fight against tlus guilty homicide. 

Kwh. I doubt not but his friends will turn to 
us. 

Blunt. He hath no friends but what are friends 
for fear, 

Which in his dearest need will fly from him 

Richm. All for our vanbige: then, m God’s 
name, march. 

True hope is swift, and flies with swallows* 
wings; 

Kings it mak^s gods, and meaner creatu)‘es kings. 

\EijCunt. 


Scene III. Bosworth Field. 

Enter King Richard and Forces ; the Duke of 
Norfolk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even heie in 
Boswoith Field. 

My Lord of Surrey, why look you so sad ? 

Sur. My heart is ten tunes lighter than my 
looks. 

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk,— 

Nor. Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; ha 1 
must we nut f 

Nor. We must both give and take, my gracious 
lord. 

K. Rich. Up with my tent ! here will 1 lie 
to-night ; 

But where to-morrow ? Well, all’s one for tha^. 

Who hath descried the number of the traitors T 
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Ncr, Six or seven tlions n(^ is their utmost 
power. 

K, Rich. AVhy, our Kittalia trebles that account : 
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength, 
Which they uj^oii the adverse faction want. 

Up with the tent 1 Corine, noble gentlemen, 

Let us survey the vantage of the ground ; 

Call for some men of sound direction . 

Let’s lack no discipline, make no del ly ; 

For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Exeunt. 

Enter ^ onJjhc other »\de of the fudi^ Richmond, 
Sir WiLLiiUi Brandon, Oxford, and other 
Officers. of the Soldiers pitch Rich- 

mond’s tejit. 

Richm. The weary sun hath made a golden wt, 
And, by the bright tra( k of lus fieiy car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. 

• Sir William Brandon, you shall l)e.ir my standard. 
Givp me some ink and paj>er ni my tent. 

I ’ll draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to bis s-vcral charge. 

And part in just propert on our small nower. 

My Lord of Oxfoid, you, Sir William Brandon, . 
And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with me. 

The Earl of Pembroke keeps hw regiment* 

Good Captain Blunt, bear mv goal-night to him, 
And by the second hour in the morning 
DesireJlie earl to sec me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good captaui, do for me ; 
Where is Lord Stanley quartePd, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unless I have mista’enhis colours much, 
^Yhich well I am assured I have not done, 
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Ilia regiment lics^lialf a mile at least 
South irom the miglity power of the king. 

Eichm. If without jieril it be possible, 

Sweet Blunt, make some good means to speak 
with him. 

And give him fruin me this most needful note. 
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I ’ll undertake 
it; 

And 80, God give you quiet rest to-nigbt ! 

Eichm. Gooid night, good Captain Blunt. Come, 
gentlemen, 

Let us consult upon to-morrow’s biLsintss; 

In to iny tent; the dew is raw and cold. 

[They withdraw i>ito the tent. 

Entery to his tenty Kmg Richard, Norfolk, 
Ratcliff, and Catesby. 

K. Rich. Wliat is’t o’clock ? 

Cates. It’s supper-time, my lord; 

It *8 nine o’clock. 

K. Rich. I will not sup to-night. 

Give me some ink and pajicr. 

What, is my beaver easier than it was, 

And all my armour laid into my tent ? 

Cates It IS, my liege; and all tbrngs are in 
readiness. 

K. Rich. Good Norfolk, liie thee to thy cliarge ; 
Use careful watch; choose trusty sentinels. 

Nor. I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir w’lth the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Ratcliff t * 
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K, Rich. Send out a j^rsuivont at amis 

To Stanley’s regiment ; bid him bring his power 
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall 
Into the blind ca\ e of eternal night. 

Fill me a l>ovi 1 of m me. Give me a watcln 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-raoirow. 

Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy. 
Batcliif ' 

Rat. My loid ’ 

K. Rich. Saw’bt thou the melancholy Lord 
Nortlgimberland ? . 

Rat. Thomas the l£arl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop 
Went through v army, cheering up the soldiers. 
K. Rich. So , 1 am satisfied. Give me a bowl 
ol wme : 

1 have not thit alacrity of spirit, 
i Nor cheer of mind, tliat I was wont to have. 

Set it down. Is ink and pa}>cr learly ? 

Riat. It IS, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me, 
Batcliff, about the mid of night come to iny tent 
And help to arm me. Leave me, 1 say. 

. [King Richard retires into his tent. 

Exeunt Ratcliff and Catesbt.' 

Bichhond’s tent opens^ and discovers him and his 
Officers, dec. 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm 1 
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can 
idford 

»L 
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Be to thy peraoo, noble father-in-law 1 
Tell me how fareS our loving mother ! 

Stan, 1 , by attorney, bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good I 
So much for tliat. Tne silent hours steal on. 

And flaky darkness breaks witlim the east. 

In brief, for so the season bids us be, 

Prepare thy battle early m the morning, 

And put thy fortune to the arbitrement 
Of bloody strokes and mortal-staring war. 

I, as I may, tliat winch I would I cannot, 

W^ith best advantage will deceive the t^me. 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms ; 

But on thy aide I may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender George, 

Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell • the leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremomous vows of love 
And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon : 
God give us leisure for these iitos of love ! 

Once more, adieu : be vabant, and speed w’ell I 
Eichm, Good lords, conduct aim to his 
regiment. 

I ’ll strive, 'W'lth troubled thoughts, to take a nap, 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 
■When I should mount with wings of victory. 
Once more, good night, kind loras and gentlemen. 

[ExeuTd all hid KiTHMOin). 
O ! Thou, whose captain I accoimt myseli, 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye : 

Put in their hands Thy bruising irons of wrath, 
That they may crush apwn witn a heavy fall 
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The usurping helmets of our ad^rsariea. 

Make us ^7 ministers of cliastisemcnt, 

That we may praise Thee in Thy victory ! 

To Thee 1 do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere 1 let fall the w'lndowa of mine eyes : 

Sleeping and waking, 0 ! defend me still. 

The Ghost of Prince Edward, son to Henry 
THE SIXTH, rises between the two tents. 

Ghost. [To King Richard ] Let me sit heavy 
on thy soul to-morrow I 

Think hol^ thou stabVdst me in Ay prime of 
youth 

At Tewksbury : despair thtjrefore, and die ! 

[To Richmond.] Be cheerful, Richmond , for tlie 
WTonged souls 

Of butchePd princes fight in thy belialf : 

£mg Henr/s issue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

Tm Ghost of Kmg Henry the Sixth rises. 

Ghost, [To King Richard.] When I was mortal, 
my anointed body 

thee was punched full of deadly holes • , 

Trunk on the Tower and me ; despair, and die 1 
Harry the Sixth hids thee despair, and die 
[To Richmond.] Virtuous and holy, bo thou 
conqueror ! 

Harry, that prophesied thou should’st be king, 
Doth edbfort thee m sleep : live, and flounsn I 

The Ghost of Clarence rises. 

Ghost, [To King Richard.] Let me sit heavy 
on thy soul to<morrow ! 
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I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 

I*(xjr Clarence, by thy Mile betray’d to death : 
To-morrow in tlio battle think on me, 

And fall thy edgeh'ss sword . desjxur, and die 1 
[To ItiCHMOND J Thou olfspriiig ot the house of 
Lancaster, 

'Flic wronged heirs of York do pray for thee : 

(jood angels giiaid thy battle ! live, and flourish ! 

llie Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, a?id Vauohan, rise. 

Ghost of IIivlts. [To King Richard] Let mo 
sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow I ^ 
lljv(*rs, that died at Pomfret des^iair, and die 1 

Ghost of Gny. [To King Richard] Think 
ujK)ii Gre}, and let thy soul despair ! 

Ghost of Vaughixn, [To King Richard] Think 
ujwu Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy lance ; despair, and die ! 

All, [To Richmond! Awake, and think our' 
wrongs ui Ricliarda bosom r 

Will conquer him . awake, and win the day t 

The Ghost of Hastings ruts. 

Ghost. [To King Richard ] Blocdy and guilty, 
guiltily awake ; 

And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 

Tluuk on Lord Hastings : des{)air, and die t 
[To Richmond.] Quiet untroubled soul, awake, 
awake 1 

Ann, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake 1 
The Ghosts of the two young Prin<^ rise. 

Ghosts. [To King Richard.] Dream on thy 
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cousins Bmother’d in the Toller : 

Let us be lead i^ithin thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to nun, shanie, and doAth ! 
Thy nepheW-soula bid tliw diy^pair, and die ! 

[To Richmond J Sleep, Richmond, sleep m jHMce, 
and wake in ioy ; 

Good an^ls guard tlnic from the l^oar’s annoy I 
Live^ and l>ogi*t a happy race oi kiiicpi ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

Tlie Ghost 0/ Lady Anne rises 

Ghost King RiCHARn] Richard, Ihy wife, 
that wretched Anne thy wife, 

Tliat never slept quirt hour with thee, 

Now fills thy p>cp with j^iuturbationfl 
To-morrow in the battle ih'iik on mr, 

And fall thy odgeleas sword • desfwiir, and die ^ 
[To Richmond] Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a 
quiet slw'p , 

Dredm of siicce'-s and happy victory ’ 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost of Buckingham rises 

Ghost. [To King Richard] The first was 
that help’d thee to the crown ; 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny 
O I in the battle think on Buckingliam, 

And di&in terror of thy guiltmeas. 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody dends and death : 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath ! 
[To Richmond ] 1 dioa for hope ere 1 could lend 
thee aid : 

But cheer thy heart, and 1^ thou not dismay’d : 



i4a 


^INQ RICHARD lit. 


Is 

[Acrr, 

God and good ao&ls figlit on Richmond’s side ; 
And Ricliard fal£ in height of all his pride. 

[2^ Ghosts vanim. King Riohabd starts 
out of his dream. 
X. Etch, Give me another horse 1 bind up mj 
wounds 1 

Have mercy, Jesu 1 Soft ! I did but dream. 

O 1 coward conscience, how dost thou afflict nie. 
The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnightw 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling fic&. 
What I do Wear myself 1 there *8 nonoisise by; 
Richard loves Richard ; tliat is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer hcie ? No. Yes ; I am : 
Then fly : what 1 from niysoK 1 Great reason 
•Brhy; 

Lest I revenge, Wliat ! myself upon myself 1 
Alack 1 I lo^^ myself. Wherefore ? for any good 
That I myself have done unto mystdf 1 

0 1 no . alas 1 I rather liate myself ^ 

For liateful deeds committed by myself. 

1 am a villain. Yet I lie ; 1 am nut. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : fool, do not flatter. 

My conscience hath a thousand several tongueSi 
And every tongue brings m a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree ; 

Murder, stern murder, in the direct degree; 

All several sins, all in each demree, « 

Throng to the bar, crying all, ‘ Guuty ! guilty I* 

1 diall despair. There is no creature loves me ; 
And if I die, no soul shall pit^ me : 

Nay. wherefore should they, since that I myself 
FW in myself no pity to mya^ ? 
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Methongbt tbe bouIb of all that had murder’d 
Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 
To-morrowa vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 

Bai. My lord 1 

K, Rich. ’Zounds ! who is there 7 
Bat. l^tcliff, my lord ; *t is I. The early village 
cock 

Hath twice done salutation to the mom ; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on ihoir armour. 
K. Rich. 0 RatdifTl I havo dream’d a fearful 
dream. 

What thinkcst :liou, will our friends prove all 
true? 

Bat. No doubt, my lorrl. 

K. Etch. O Ratcliff! I fear, I fear, — 

Bat. Nay, good my lord, bo not afraid of 
• shadows. 

IS^. Bich. By the apostle Paul, shulows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Ricliard 
Than con the suljstonco of ten thousand soldiers 
Armed m proof, and led by eliallow Richmond. 

It IS not yet near day. Come, go i»uth me ; 

Under our tents I ’ll play the enves-dropper, 

To hear if any mean to shrink from me. [Ex^.unt. 

Richmond too^. Enter Oxford <md oUiers. 

Lerds. Good morrow, Richmond ! 

Bickm. Cry mercy, lords and watchful gentle- 
men, 

Tliat you have ta*en a tardy sluggard here. 
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L(yrds. How hate you slept, my lord ? 

Jiichm. Tlie sweetest sleep, slid fairest-boding 
dreams 

That ever enter’d in a drowsy head,- * 

Have I since your <leparture had, my lords 
Methought Uieir souls, whose bodies Richard 
murdi'rVl, 

Came to my lent and cried on victory : 

I promise you my heart is very jocund 
In the rememlirance of so fair a dream. 

How far into^the morning is it, lords ? ^ 

Lords. Upon the stroke of tour. 

Etchm. why, then *tis tune to arm and give 
direction, 

Hi$ oration to his Soldiers. 

More than I have sjiul, loving countrymen, 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on , yet remcmlxir this, 

God and our good cause figlit ujxin our side ; 

The prayers ot lioly saints and w ronged souls, 
Like inch- rear’d bulw'aiks, stand betore our faces ; 
Ricliard except, those whom we fight against 
Had rather have us wun than him they follow. 

For >vhat is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant and a homicide ; 

One niiscd in blood, and one in blood establish’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he ^th. 
And slaughter’d those that were the means to help 
him ; 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil 
Of England’s chair, where he is falwly set ; 

One that hath ever been God’s enemy. 
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Then, if you fight againftt Go enemy, 

Qod will in justice ward you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep Ui^)eace, the tyrant being slain ; 

If you do fight against your country’s ffxss, 

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the lun* ; 
If you do fight iQ safegiiara of your w’lves, 

Your wives shall w’elcomc home the conquerors ; 
If you do free 3 "our children from the swonl, 

Your children’s children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of Ood and all these rights, 
Advance^our standaixls, draw your billing swords. 
For me, the ran'?om of my bold attempt 
Shall bo this cc’d corpse on the earth’s cold face ; 
But if I thrive, the fpin of my attempt 
Tlie least of you shall share his part thereof. 
Sound, dnims and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully; 
God and Saint George ! Richmond and victory ! 

Ae enter King Rich.\rd, Ratciji r, Attendants, 
and Forces. 

K. Rich, What wild Nurthuinl>erland os touch- 
ing Richmond ? 

Rat, That he was never trained up in arms. 

K, Rich. He said tlie truth: and what said 
Surrey then ? 

Rat, He smiled and said, *Tlie better for our 
^rpc>se ’ 

K. Rxm. He was i’ the right ; and so indeed it is. 

, [Clock tirikes. 

Tell the dock there. Give me a calendar. 

Who saw the sun to-day 1 
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BaJt, • Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich, Then he disdains to shine ; for by the 
book 

He should have brave^ the east an kdvir ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody. 

Katcliff 1 
Rai, My lord ! 

K, Rich, The snn will not be seen to-day ; 
The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

I would these dew'y tears were from the ground. 
Not shine to-day 1 Why, what is that me 
More than to ilichmond ? for the self-same heaven 
That frowns on mo looks sadly upon him* 

Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord I the foe vaxmts in 
the field. 

K. Rich, Come, bustle, bustle; caparison my 
horse. 

Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power : 

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain. 

And thus my battle shall be ordered : 

My foreward shall be drawn out all in length, 
Consisting equally of horse and foot ; 

Our archers shall be placed in tho midst ; 

John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of the foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we will follow ^ 

In the mam battle, whoso puissance on eithd side 
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This, and Saint George to boot 1 What think'st 
thou, Norfolk ? 

Nor. A good direction, war-like sovereign. 
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This found I on my tent this morning. 

[diving a scroll, 

E. Rich. Jockey of Norfolk, he not too hold. 

For Dickon thy master is bought and sold, 

A thing devised by the enemy. 

Go, gentlemen ; every man to his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 
Conscience is but a word tliat cowards use, 
Devised at first to keej) the strong in awe : 

Our strqpg arms be our conscience, swords our 
law. * 

March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell ; 

If not to heavci , dien Ixand in hand to hell. 

His oraJtion to hu Army. 

What shall I say more than I have mfeir’d ? 
Remember whom vou are to cope withal ; 

A |ort of v^abonds, rascals, ana runaways, 

A scum of &etons and base lackey peasants, 
Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth 
To desperate adventures and assured destruction. 
You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest ; 

You havmg lands, and bl^’d with Ixtauteous 
wives, * 

They would restrain the one, distain the other. 

Ana who doth lead them but a paltry fellow, 
Long|kcpt in Bretagne at our mothers cost ? 

A miBEsop, one tliat never m his life 
Felt BO much cold as over shoes in snow % 

Let^s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again ; 

T^h hence these overweening of France, 

These fomi^’d beggars, weary of their Uvea ; 



148 


KING RICHARD III, 


[/Lt V. 


Who, but for dreaoriug on this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, had ha^d them- 
selves. 

If we be conquer’d, lot men conquer 
And not the<»e Ixisturd jFiiX'tons, whom our fathers 
Have in tlieir o\\n land beaten, bobb’d, and 
thump’d, ^ 

And on record, left them the heirs of shame. ♦ 
Shall these enjoy our land ? lie with our wnves? 
Ravish our daughters ? [Drum afar off. 

Hark ! I hear their drum. 
Fight, gcntlcnfen of England * fight, boki yeomen I 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head I 
Spur your proud liorses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves 1 

EnUr a Messenger. 

Wliat says L<3rd Stanley ? u ill he bring his 
power ? 

Mess My lord, he doth deny to come ^ 

K, Rich Off with his son George’s head 1 
Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsli: 
After the l»attle let George Stimley die 

K. Rich. A thoiLsand hearts are great within 
my bosom . 

Advance our standards » set upm our foes ! 

Our ancient word of courage, tiur Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons 1 
Upon them 1 Victory sits on our helms. ^ 

[Exeunt. 

Scene IV. Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum, Excursions. Enter Norfolk and Forces 
fighting; to him Catesbt. 
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QqIm, Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk ! refecue, 
rescue 1 * 

The king enacts more wonders than a man, 

Daring an opjKteite to every danger . 

Hifl horse and all ofL foot he fights, 

Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death. 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost 1 

Alarum. Eiiter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 
horse 1 

Cates. Withdraw, my lord; I’ll Kelp you to a 
horse. 

K. Rich. Slu\ ' I have set my life ui>oii a cast. 
And 1 wiU stand the hazard of the (he. 

1 t hink there be six Richmonds in the field ; 

Five have I ebin to-day instead of him. 

A horse 1 a horse 1 uiy kingdom for a horse ! 

[bxeunt. 

Alarums. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; 
and exewU jhjhtxwj. Retreat and flownsh. 
Re-enter Richmond, Stanley bearing the 
crowTij with divers other lx>rd8, and Forces. 

Richm God and your arms be praised, victori- 
ous friends ; 

The day is ours, the bloody doe is dead. 

RuSn, Courageous Richmona, well hast thou 
acquit thee. 

Lq ! here, this long-usurped royalty 
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
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Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal : 
Wear it, enjoy it, 4nd make much of it. 

Richm, Great God of hea\ eu, sa v amen to all I 
But tell me, is young Georgia StonleY l iving 1 
Stan. He is, my lord^ and safe m BSlhester town, 
Wliither, if vcm please, we may withdraw us. 

What men name are slam on either 

side 7 

Stan. John Duke of Nuifolk, Walter Lord 
Ferrers, 

Sir Robert Bnikenbiiry, and Sir William Brandon. 
Richm Int^r their bodies as becoi^ies their 
births : 

Pioolaini a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us ; 

And then, .*is we liave ta’en the sacrament, 

We will unite the ^hite ro«Hi and the red : 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity ! 

AVTiat traitor heais me, and says not amen 7 
I’higland hath long been mad, and suarr’d herself , 
The brotlier blindly shed the br^tther’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d lus own son. 

The son, compelTd, been butcher to the aire ; 

All this divided York and Lancaster 
Divided in their dire division, 

0 ! now, let Riclimond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house, 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together ; ^ 

And let then* heirs, God, if thy will be so. 

Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced peace. 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days 1 
Abate the ed^ of traitors, graaous Lord, 
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That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep ih streams of blood ! 
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

Tliat would ^idth treason wound this fair land’s 
pc^ce j 

Now civil wounds arc stopp'd, peace lives again : 
That she may long live here, Qod say amen I 

lliJjceunt. 
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